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Dedicated to the therapists, prayer ministers and loving people around the world who have helped survivors break free of cult and mind control abuse. 
Thank you for what you do. Also, to Jo, Ellen, Barbara, Heather, Dick, Travis, Hoji, C. D., and many others who have been part of my journey out. Without 
you, it would not have been possible. I appreciate you so much. The LORD knows the cost and the joy you have experienced when helping survivors, and the 


crown in heaven awaiting each of you. 
Also, to the One who has made my journey out of the cult possible and given me the courage to share the things written within these pages: the true 


Jesus Christ. I have failed Him many times, as these pages reveal, but He never, ever gave up on me. This book is a testimony to His goodness and mercy 
throughout my life. 
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Introduction 


In part two of my autobiography, The Struggle, I describe my life from 13 - 43 years old as a member of a highly organized and extremely wealthy 
occultic group: the Jesuit Order. This follows on the book Never Give Up where I write about my experiences in the Order from conception until age 
14. Never Give Up, as part one of my autobiography, contains descriptions of how they subject infants and young children to extremely sophisti- 
cated and high-tech trauma-based mind control programming alongside spiritual manipulation and deep social bonding to raise members who are 
competent, loyal and obedient. My memories in this book will demonstrate how the early childhood programming, and spiritual and social control 
continued to impact me in my teen and adult years, causing me to continue carrying out the Order’s agendas despite how repugnant they were to me. 


I call this book The Struggle because of the conflicts that ensued between my own humanity and the inhumane agendas of the Order, whichis directly 
controlled by Satan. In several chapters, I describe the two times during this period of my life in which I attempted to get free even after years of 
indoctrination, abuse and forced perpetration. In spite of being re-accessed and re-programmed several times during my teen and adult years, they 
could never truly take away my innate yearning to be free. My hope is that by sharing this struggle, I can show that survivors retain incredible 
strength and capacity for humanity and liberty. I believe this is true of all human beings - no matter how much torture, exploitation and forced 
perpetration a person has experienced, nothing can really erase the desire to be free. It may become ‘hidden’, ‘buried’ or ‘forgotten’, but the desire for 
freedom will always remain in that person’s heart. 


Being able to share these memories isthe result of 35 years of ongoing healing work, involving journaling, collaging, therapy, prayer ministry, EMDR, 
and other modalities. Many of my memories are extremely brutal but not unique. Survivors around the world have reported similar things, includ- 
ing: the manipulation of attachment needs; being impregnated at a very young age then being forced to kill the newborn; the military and assassin 
training; science and scholarship training; human experiments; sex trafficking; racist, antisemitic and/or globalist agendas; high tech programming 
and horrendous punishment for the slightest ‘disloyalty’. Nothing described in my books are exclusive to any single government or occult group that 
practices trauma-based mind control, although specific methods and ages at which events occur may vary between groups. 


Like in the previous book, I narrate my experiences through the first-person perspectives of various parts in my system], mainly: 


- Luke (Lucient), also called Luce by those closest to me, my Jesuit ‘cult presenter’ or ‘cult host’ who fronted in the occultic side of life in the 
Order. Her memories are of growing up in the Order’s facilities and of carrying out a diverse range of jobs such as participating in rituals, 
programming, mind control technology research, assassinations, intelligence gathering, infiltration of other organizations, training the 
children of the Order in academic and practical skills, and other tasks. 

- Ana (Anagram), my Illuminati ‘cult presenter’ who fronted on the occultic side of life in the Illuminati. Her memories initially only 
reflected that of a person who was raised and programmed by the Illuminati; she had no memories of actually being amember of the Jesuit 
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Order until several years after starting the healing journey. Ana's main job as an adult in the Illuminati was as a programmer, and she was 
also an oracle during her teen years. 

- Elsa (pseudonym), my ‘American presenter’ who fronted in my ordinary, non-occultic side of life in America. Elsa grew up with complete 

amnesia to her Illuminati and Jesuit experiences, and the experiences of the other presenters who lived in other countries. She started to 
recall that she was an active member of the Illuminatiin 1996. Her recall of Jesuit memories began in 2009. My early writings as svali re- 
flects Elsa’s and Ana's perspectives and memories. 
Other national ‘presenters’ who fronted as ordinary, non-cult people in various countries: Jean (France), Misha (Israel), Trixie (UK), Trina 
(Amsterdam), Trudi (Germany), and Gina (Italy). Like Elsa, each one of these presenters was programmed to have complete amnesia to 
each other and the cult world. Each presenter also was programmed to have a distinct personality and cover story, and to believe that she 
was the only person occupying the mind and body. 


The memories in this book can be grouped into three main categories: memories of ‘cult jobs’ such as assassinations and conducting rituals; memo- 
ries of my lives as ‘ordinary, non-cult’ individuals in various countries; and memories oftrying to get free from the Order and the Illuminati. I share 
these particular memories for several reasons. One is to expose the evil, and to explain how people are coerced and conditioned into perpetuating 
this evil generation after generation. Another is to validate survivors who have similar memories, and to help therapists and other supporters to 
understand how early mind control and programming impacts a person over their lifetime. Most importantly, I share the many mistakes I made on 
the journey to get free, in hope that others could avoid these mistakes and also be encouraged to keep going, no matter what mistakes they might 
make. Getting free does not depend upon never making mistakes; for me, it involved continuing trying in spite of them. 


My journey of getting free is inextricably intertwined with my Christian faith. I therefore have included several chapters where I describe how the 
Order and the Illuminati went to extraordinary lengths to force me to recant my faith, and ‘prove’ to them that I had genuinely and permanently 
rejected Jesus. I also share how God has been healing these experiences and their aftermath. I share these memories to highlight that these events do 
not make God condemn the survivor, and that He desires to bring comfort to anyone who has been through such horrors. Over and over again, I have 
found that God can deal with the guilt, shame, confused rage, sense of abandonment by God, and the anguished questions of “Why, God?” that such 
events create, and that His love, presence and forgiveness is still with me. 


It has often been a painful and lonely journey to create a new life outside of the cult. However, it has been totally worth it to become more and more 
free from the manipulation, the demands for performance, and the spiritual darkness that characterizes life in the Order. My greatest desire is tonow 
live my life in thanksgiving to the God of the Bible, and His son, Jesus, who have forgiven me for the terrible and painful things I was forced to do, 
throughout my life, and have provided me with the courage and love I need for building a new life. 
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Defining Some Terms Used in this Book 


Dissociation and Programming: When a person is subjected to extreme pain to the degree that his/her mental, emotional or physical survival 
is threatened, that person can dissociate, i.e., create a new state of consciousness that is capable of doing anything in order to survive or stop the 
trauma. Emotional traumas, such as abandonment, even in the absence of physical traumas, especially by an attachment figure, can also cause 
dissociation. This new state of consciousness is extremely suggestible. Programmers in the cults consider this a type of tabula rasa state: in order to 
survive, this new state of consciousness will believe/do/feel whatever it is told to think/do/feel and is easily convinced that this compliance is what 
stops the abusers from abusing him/her. Common terms for these new states of consciousness include “personalities”, “parts” or “alters”. The goal 
of cult-controlled dissociation as described in these pages is to ‘program’ the child: (1) subject a young child to enough pain, physical or mental, or 
both, to create new states, (2) give them names or codes, (3) teach these new states specific beliefs, emotions and/or jobs, (4) condition these parts 
into continued compliance by reward and punishment. In this book, I use the term ‘parts’. 

Cult host: the cult host is the part of the child raised in a cult who lives the child’s cult life, e.g., this is the part who is out in the body during 
rituals, meetings and lessons in the cult facilities, and so on. This part will not be amnesic to the cult activities. For me, this was the part of me that 
felt most substantial and most like the “real me” since most of my life was spent in cult facilities or carrying out duties for the cult in other settings. 

Presenter: In the Jesuit order, these are the parts of an individual that are created to be “out”, or to present and live in the “normal world” in 
“ordinary families” outside the training facility. These parts are programmed to present in various countries, and will have families that host them 
starting at age three. Each presenter in each country will have been programmed to have its own name, personality, abilities and preferences, and to 
be completely amnesic to all cult activities, as well as to the activities of the other presenter parts. Despite being one set of parts, they will believe that 
they are the entire person, and only recall an ordinary life with no hint of any cult existence. Presenter parts are typically programmed to disbelieve, 
deny, or be highly distressed by any cult-related memories. 

Internalize: During early childhood, we tend to internalize the things we experience and see (building a sense of reality and how the world 
works). Programmers take advantage of this natural developmental period to introduce parts to concrete experiences that demonstrate to the child 
the scenarios, people and beliefs that they want the child to internalize. For instance, if they want the child to internalize a castle, they will take 
the child to spend time in this castle. If they want the child to develop an internal ‘castle guard’, they will have a designated part spend time with 
a castle guard (to role model the beliefs and behaviors), then dress the part up as a castle guard and have the part act out this role. This kind of 
‘internalization’ is common across individuals who experience early trauma, for instance, the person who realizes that they still hear their critical 
parents’ voices inside their heads long after they have attained adulthood. Due tothe dissociation, parts subject to these setups may only have expe- 
riences of the ‘reality’ that their programmers had them ‘experience’. 

Programming studio: These are large dedicated rooms or areas for programming in the cult facilities. These studios would rival the best of 
any Hollywood filming studio. They can be designed to look like any place that the programmers need, e.g., space ships, pyramids, underwater 
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caverns, the city of Troy, acircus, etc. They have state-of-the-art lighting, animatronics, holograms, walls, ceiling, and floors that are screens that can 
display any scenario, and other audio-visual technologies to create extremely realistic experiences for the child being programmed in them. During 
programming scenarios, the adults and older children will put on costumes and act out the scenes (for instance, in a ‘hell’ scene, they may dress up 
as demons) that the programmers want the infants and children to learn about and eventually internalize. 

Programming laboratories: Often located in the same buildings as the programming studios, these are areas dedicated to research on 
programming, and where children and adults receive assessments, health checkups, programming schedules and other processes that are critical to 
their programming. Very sophisticated equipment for programming, data collection, data management and so on is part of these labs. 

The Fathers: Individuals in the Jesuit Order, both men and women, (yes, there are both sexes in the occultic side of this order, unlike the male 
only fathers in the public side) who have undergone the full training required and completed the coming of age ceremony at age 13 (described later 
in this book), are titled ‘fathers’. For instance, as a child, I called my primary mentor, “Father Mattheo”. 

The Fathers I Loved: As the Order understands the importance of attachment and community for mind control, each child raised in the Order 
will be given 12 primary Fathers to be bonded to from infancy. Three of these 12 will be designed as the child’s primary programmers, and the child 
will be conditioned to bond most strongly with these three fathers. This bonding starts in the womb, then throughout infancy and childhood. It 
is common for individuals in the Order to be assigned three new primary programmers as they become adults. This is to ensure that the person 
continues to be bonded to agents capable of controlling them as their original programmers age, and that there is no risk of losing control over that 
individual should their original programmers die. These new programmers are typically selected from among peers who he/she is already very close 
to, such as a twin, a classmate (who is as close to them as any biological sister or brother could be), or a close mentor. 

Class: At the age of six, children raised in the Jesuit programming facilities are assigned to a class consisting of eleven other children their own 
age, to create a group of twelve for each class. There are multiple classes within each facility, and each class will have their own dormitory room. 
These children eat together, sleep together, go through training together, and therefore bond extremely closely to one another. The fathers tell them 
that they are “sisters” and “brothers”. The Order considers the children in a class to be sisters and brothers whether or not they are genetically related. 
Along with the fathers, these classmates comprise the child’s “family” when growing up in the facility. 

Mage: The Jesuit Order is very occultic. Each child will have spiritual mentors who have achieved the status of a mage, an individual who 
has become extremely well versed in occultic knowledge, incantations, spells, and rituals over many years of training, intense study and testing. 
Mages are expected to mentor those younger than them, and to help raise up a new generation of mages. They are skilled in oral teaching, ancient 
languages and are often master storytellers, since much of the information is also passed down in oral form. All children are expected to become 
mages themselves. I use the term ‘mage’ instead of other terms for practitioners of the occult arts, suchas ‘wizard’, ‘sorcerer’, ‘magician’ or ‘witch’ as 
this is the term that parts used when sharing their memories. 

Ascended Master: This is considered by the Jesuits the highest form of spiritual achievement. These individuals are considered as close to 
ascension as a human being can achieve while still walking the earth. 
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Immortal: The Order believe that immortals are beings who are trying to help mankind ascend and become like them, and to teach them how 
to overcome their mortal flesh. “Overcoming the mortal flesh” includes suppressing the desires within a human being that make them flinch away 
from interacting with these beings, and accepting the pain and long, difficult training that the fathers believe is necessary to ascend. The Jesuit fa- 
thers utterly and completely believe in these immortals, and in the theology of ascension and descension. 

Demon: I believe that the immortals and other spiritual beings described in this book are actually demons, or what the Bible describes as fallen 
angels. These beings were formerly filled with glory and were in the presence of the true God of the Bible. However, the one named Lucifer (now 
known as “Satan”) chose to rebel against the loving creator of the universe, due to pride (he wanted to be as God). In his rebellion, the Bible says that 
one third of the angels followed Lucifer and became fallen angels, or demons as they are commonly known. Demons can also refer in some theologies 
to the souls of individuals or Nephilim who are wandering the earth. In my book, I am not referring to this interpretation, but instead, to the “fallen 
angel” definition. While I believe that both angels and demons are real, asthe memories in this book make clear, some of the “demons” I encountered 
in childhood were actually older children or adults in costumes. Also, I had many parts who were programed to believe they were demons. This is 
extremely common in ritual abuse and mind control groups. These parts are usually very young children. These parts, when they came out, would 
growl, threaten, and act very convincingly according to how people believe demons would act. In reality, however, they were frightened little chil- 
dren who had been given a difficult role to play inside, whether as a punisher, a guardian, or other jobs. 
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Part 1: Teen Years 


This section describes events from age 13 /2to 19. This was a time of increasing responsibility and beginning leadership as I was expected to use my training and 
education to serve the agendas of the Jesuit Order, including continuing to infiltrate the Illuminati as a trainer and oracle, and serving as a general in the Order. 
Over the first four chapters, I share the most significant event of my teen years —- running away, becoming a Christian, then being forced to recant my faith and 
carry out assignments against Christians as penance; the remaining chapters in this section describe the different jobs I was given to carry out for the cult dur- 


ing my teen years. 
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Chapter 1: Heartbreak 


Iam thirteen anda half years old and I am in my Jesuit cult presenter, Father Luke, or Luce. My body is contracting, deep below my belly, every 
few minutes inthe painful rhythms of labor. I amin the process of delivering my firstborn child. My child’s father is Mattheo, my primary trainer and 
the father I love most. We are carrying out a long-established custom in the occultic side of the Order, where a female father’s firstborn child is con- 
ceived with the male trainer that they are most closely bonded to. 

Iam sweating and gripping Mattheo’s and Lizzie’s (my twin sister’s) hands in a hard squeeze. Father John is hovering over me as well. John, who 
is female, is one of my twelve primary trainers, and so is another father I have loved deeply since childhood. I am grateful to have them tending my 
delivery, which is progressing normally. I feel deep, unbearable pressure below, and a sudden urge to push. I can feel the baby crowning and I know 
that I am just moments away from holding my baby in my arms. One final push, and I hear the loud, healthy cries of the baby — a boy, as planned 
carefully. Father John puts the baby on my chest. As I see his red, wrinkled face and tiny clenched fists for the first time, I am overwhelmed by how 
beautiful my newborn son is. 

“He's strong and healthy,” Mattheo says, smiling. 

“He looks like you,” I say, awed with wonder at this little being that has come out of my body, a little being made with the person I love most. I 
hold tiny Jonathan to my breast and he begins to nurse. The contractions continue, as the afterbirth begins its journey out, but I am completely ab- 
sorbed with my beautiful son. 

“You did so well,” Lizzie says. She pats her own stomach, rounded with her own soon-to-be firstborn son. She knows that I will attend her birth 
in a few days, once Iam rested and recovered a little. 

“You will be fine, I know,” I reassure her. We both give each other a look of deep love tinged with sadness, for we both know that this joy of birth 
will be accompanied soon by great pain. But for the moment, I push away this knowledge. Instead, I focus on the joy of being permitted to utterly love 
another human being for the first time in my life. 

For the next few days, baby Jonathan (I call him “Jon”) and I are inseparable. I am allowed to spend my days and nights with him. When not 
cooing over him, changing him, nursing him, or simply gazing in adoration at him, I carry him in a baby sling that keeps him snuggled to my chest. 
Iam utterly, completely in love with this tiny baby. At times, I feel a trickle of fear when I think about what must happen soon, but immediately 
suppress the feeling. I gently touch his face and the soft, downy hair on top of his head, and hold his little feet in my hands. I love his baby smell of 
milk, baby powder and his own unique sweetness. For the first time in my life, I am completely filled with joy. 

A few days later, Lizzie’s delivery, like mine, progresses normally. It is strange to me to see my sister, who looks exactly like me, sweaty and 
grunting as she pushes out her little son, the one that she and Father Carlotti, her primary trainer, have made together. I see the look of complete ado- 
ration in her eyes as she looks at her son, andI understand completely. I squeeze Lizzie’s hand, and then kiss her softly on the cheek. 

“He’s beautiful,” I tell her, my voice filled with emotion. 
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“T know.” Lizzie looks at me, and I see a flash of fear and sadness for a second -just a second -in her eyes. I understand that flash of emotion all 
too well. Then, she tenderly holds baby Paul, brings him to her breast, and nurses him while smiling into his eyes. 


Two indescribably wonderful weeks pass. For the first time in my entire life, I am free to love another human being, without constraints, 
without abuse, without pain. I love Jon so much, he means everything to me. I laugh when he has a stinky bowel movement, I try to make him smile 
when I look into his eyes, and I am so glad that I know this tiny human being. He is glad, too, although his expressions of gladness are different than 
mine: a small yawn, clutching my finger with his tiny, curled up fingers, and the satisfied, sleepy expression on his face after nursing. But the clock 
is ticking, the hours are passing, and it is getting harder to suppress a growing feeling of dread. 

A few days later, Mattheo walks into the room where I am nursing Jon. 

“It’s time,” he says quietly. 

I look at him. Tears of utter devastation stream down my face. Mattheo has come to take me and Jon to the main chapel where our praises of 
adoration to Satan are sung twice daily. Slowly, so slowly, I dress Jonin a little white lace and golden silk robe. This is the kind of robe that all firstborn 
sons are dressed in for this horrendous ritual. He looks so tiny, so vulnerable, and my heart contracts as I look at his face. I pick him up, and hold him 
close, holding him tightly, as if that could change what is about to happen. Mattheo silently takes my hand. He knows that Iam incapable of speech 
at this point. We walk towards the chapel, our feet echoing softly on the stone floor. I wish I could stop time, but I cannot. 

Finally, we enter the chapel, and we both go to the front where there is a stone altar. On it is a small golden chalice. I am trembling as I slowly 
walk to the altar, my feet reluctant to move forward. But I must, for waiting next to the altar is Satan himself, in his hideous form. There can be 
no disobedience, even now. For he is requiring that I give up my firstborn child - a child that I have been allowed to love- because the cruel, cruel 
theology of the Order dictates that this be a willing sacrifice of love to this being that the Order worships. I must show my complete devotion, and 
this is what he wants — what he demands of me, and of Mattheo. 

I am trembling and crying as I place my beloved son on the altar. Mattheo’s hands are under mine since this child is his offering too. Satan 
doesn’t mind these tears; he enjoys seeing my distress and anguish because this shows that I truly do love this tiny baby, a baby that I desperately 
do not want to give up. My heart is breaking as Mattheo picks up a golden knife, and looking at me, waits for me to place my hands with his. We will 
make the sacrifice together. 

For a panicked moment, I realize that I cannot do this; I cannot destroy the first real love I have experienced in my life. It will destroy me. 
Mattheo takes my hands, as though in a loving gesture, then firmly places them between his on the knife. His iron grip covers mine, and together, 
we plunge the knife in. Mattheo’s firm grip continues to guide my hands as we both take the golden chalice and collect the blood spurting out of Jon's 
tiny chest. Iam numb, dazed, and far away. I feel as ifitis my own blood spurting out and away, my life draining away. It will not be until later that I 
realize that instead, it is my ability to love fully that has been draining away in this terrible act. 

The blood is collected. Mattheo and I offer it with bows to Satan, declaring the “great joy” that we feel in doing so, in an act of complete 
hypocrisy since neither of us feels joy at all. The offering is shared with those attending this ceremony as a “celebration” of this “great offering”. 
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Finally, I am allowed to stagger and sit in a pew, while songs of worship and adoration to Satan are sung. Dannie, my triplet brother, is away in Tibet. 
The thought crosses my mind that he must be secretly glad to not have to be here to witness my heartrending pain, or to have to pretend to feel joy 
at this occasion. 

But I have to pretend. Inumbly move my lips, mouthing the soaring worship songs so that my lack of worship will not be noted. Afterwards, I 
goto my room, and sit gazing blankly at the stone walls. Alone, I cry for many hours until the dawn comes. I hear a knock andit is Mattheo at the door. 

He takes one look at me and says, “I see you are too ill to work today.” He will give this excuse at the labs for me, even though everyone will 
know why I am unwell, because this is what happens to each young mother who must give up her young infant. 

“Yes, lam ill,” I tell him. What he pretends to not hear is that Iam more than ill: I cannot stand to live in a world where this type of heartbreak 
and cruelty is allowed. A world in which soon, my twin sister must go through this same pain and I will be forced to pretend that I feel joy during 
the ceremony that breaks her heart. A world where love and humanity are not allowed other than as things that must be sacrificed to Satan. I hate 
Satan, and the Jesuit fathers, for doing this to me; my true feelings are now larger than the extensive programming I have to be loyal and grateful. I 
plan what I will do to break free of them all. 


In the Jesuit Order, like in many occult societies, all members, male and female alike, are required to sacrifice their firstborn child to Satan. In the 
Order, this ritual usually takes place between 13 and 14 years old, after they have completed the coming-of-age ceremony and have received their adult 
names as fathers. For the Jesuit ceremony, the child is always a boy, since if a girl child is conceived, it is aborted until a boy is conceived. Female members, 
as my account shows, will conceive this child with the adult male trainer they are closest to. Male members will conceive this child with a female member 
from their own age group who they are closest to, usually a twin sister. This means that the female fathers often end up having to sacrifice two children 
within a space of less than two years. Both the young male and female fathers are given time to bond intensely with this infant together with the person 
they conceived the child with in order to ensure that it will be a ‘precious’ and ‘costly’ sacrifice to Satan. The heartbreak of having to sacrifice this child, 
conceived with a person they love deeply, has a devastating impact on the young teens. The ostensible reason for this sacrifice is to ‘prove’ that they do not 
and will never love anyone more than Satan. The truth is that we did this not out of ‘love’ or ‘worship’ of Satan, but rather out of the terror of disobeying 
and displeasing Satan that the Jesuit fathers have internalized for generations. Satan enjoys human suffering, because we were created by a God who loves 
us, and Satan’s goal is to ultimately grieve the heart of God by lashing out in cruel ways at His creation. 
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Chapter 2: Running Away in America 


Iam 14 years old, and itis springtime. I am fronting in my American presentation, Elsa. Here, I am a rebellious teenager, smoking pot with my 
friends after school and not giving two cents about my grades, which have been slowly declining over the past year. My boyfriend, Steve, is equally 
rebellious and uninterested in school. It was interesting how I came into this relationship. The first day of class last fall, I saw a dark-haired girl 
sitting to my left and a sandy-haired boy behind me. I couldn’t decide which I liked more since I was bisexual. Unable to decide, I took a quarter out 
of my pocket and flipped it: heads, I would go for girls; tails, I would go for boys. The coin showed tails, so I turned and smiledat the sandy-haired boy 
behind me and asked him his name. Soon, we became friends, then close friends. Recently, he has told me that he is in love with me. 

The day before, after school, I had quietly gone into my U.S. stepfather’s drawer where he kept his wallet while he worked in the fields outside, 
and took most of the money out. It was around my waist, carefully divided up inside a money belt, so that no bulge would show. 

“Hey, I’m going to run away from home,” I whisper to Steve partway through math class. “I’m going to leave — today.” 

“Yeah, sure, right,” he whispers back. I can tell he doesn’t believe me. 

“Come with me after class, and you will see that I mean it,” I reply. 

The teacher in the front of the classroom is droning on about how to find out what “x” and other variables in an equation are, but I could not 
care less. My mind is far away, and I am terrified about what I am about to do. Steve stays with me after class is over. 

“T’m going out to the highway, and I’m going to hitchhike,” I tell him. I have told no one else of my plan, especially not my younger sister, who 
would instantly report my plan to our parents and others. However, for some reason, I want Steve to know. He has been my closest friend at school 
when I am there. 

“Hey, that can be dangerous, aren’t you scared?” he says. I can tell he is starting to believe me. 

“Not at all, I don’t scare that easily,” I say, as I nonchalantly flip my shoulder-length brown hair over a shoulder. The truthis, I am scared as hell, 
but I don’t want anyone to know this fact, not even myself. Maybe if I act brave, I will start feeling brave. 

He walks with me outside, towards the highway that runs past the high school at the bottom of the hill the high school is built on. All I have is 
my backpack with twot-shirts and an extra pair of jeans and underwear stuffed into it, the little bit of money I stole from my stepfather in America, 
and my wits. Trembling inside, I go down to the highway where there is lots of traffic this time of day. Steve stares, not believing what he is seeing, 
and looking as if he would like to pull me away. He doesn’t, though, and finally, a truck pulls over. I climb inside and wave goodbye to Steve. 

As the truck rolls away, the driver looks at me, and says, “Aren’t you a little young to be traveling alone?” I quickly look over at him. His tone 
is kind, and he doesn’t have that gleam and look that means that he wants to have sex with me. He seems okay and I tell him the story that I have 
invented. 
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“I'm going to go see my grandmother in Florida,” I say. “Things are really bad at home. I had to get away and she said I could stay with her.” This 
is a partial truth: Ido havea grandmother in my American presentation and she does live in southern Florida. But I donot intend to stay with her at 
all. Rather, I love the sun and warmth of the Palm Beach area. If I can’t find a place to stay in Florida, at least I would not freeze to death. 

My story seems to satisfy the truck driver. He nods andturns on acountry music station. I am trembling with excitement: Iam escaping! 

“T’m Carl. Where are you heading to?” the truck driver asks, as the beat and nasal twang of country music plays in the background. 

“Florida, near Palm Beach,” I tell him. I don’t want to tell him too much, but after all, he is driving me south and I need to know how far I can 
travel with him. 

“I'm not going that far south,” he replies, to my great disappointment. He looks over and then says, “But Iam going into Georgia. When we get 
there, I'll buy you a bus ticket to Palm Beach.” 

I cannot believe my ears. This truck driver with a southern accent, who is smoking a cigarette as he drives, wants to help me. 

“Um, why are you doing that for me?” I ask, not sure what he expects in return for this kindness. 

“Because I have a son just a little older than you somewhere out there. He left home two years ago. I hope that somewhere, someone will help 
him the way I am going to help you,” he says gruffly. I realize that his tone is to cover how worried he is about his son. Carl continues, “You have no 
business being out on the highways hitchhiking, little miss. You are lucky - damned lucky - that you ran into me and not someone who might hurt 
you.” He lectures me on the dangers of hitchhiking, citing numerous TV shows that show the fate of people who use this form of transportation. 

I know that he is right. I am very lucky to have met a kind man, rather than a lecher or serial killer, on my first attempt to hitchhike. Hours 
later, Carl stops for gas, and goes inside for a burger. It is nighttime now. Iam hungry but I don’t say anything. “Would you like me to get a burger and 
fries?” he asks to my great surprise. 

“Yes, please,” I reply eagerly. He must have realized that I haven’t eaten since breakfast. When he returns to his truck, he is carrying a large coke, 
a large fries, and a huge burger with cheese and all the extras. He smiles as I dive into the food after a quick and sincere “Thank you!” 

We make it to Georgia, where Carl's large semi circles the city of Atlanta, then takes an exit. Soon, we are ata bus station. As promised, he goes 
to aticket counter and buys mea ticket to West Palm Beach. “Thank you,” Itell him, overcome once again by his kindness and generosity. “I will never 
forget what you have done for me.” 

Carl brushes off my thanks with a “I hope someone will do this for my son. That what goes around comes around.” 

He waves at meas I get on the bus, and I give the ticket to the bus driver, and sink into the seat. I fall asleep as the bus makes its journey south. 
I dream of palm trees, soft ocean breezes and sandy beaches as the bus rolls steadily down the highways. 

“West Palm Beach!” I wake tothe announcement as the bus doors open with a hydraulic sound. The air is much warmer here, with a soft breeze 
that holds a faint scent of salt water, letting me know I am near the ocean. It is daytime and I feel a little disoriented. 

I wonder where to go, where I will stay, since I don’t know anyone here -no one at all, other than my grandmother, who I have no intention of 
contacting. She would turn mein to my parents, and thus the Order, in a minute. So, with slightly dazed eyes, blinking at the change from the softly 
tinted interior of the bus to the bright, bright sunshine outdoors at the bus terminal, I look around, considering which direction to start walking. 
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Suddenly, a young man walks up to me. “Are you new here?” he asks me. He has long bushy hair and a mustache, and is dressed like a hippie, 
which was common in 1971, the yearI am 14. 

“Yes,” I tell him, eyeing him a bit warily. 

“Well, if you need a place to stay,” he says, “I know where there’s a house where lots of young people are living. They always welcome new 
people. And, there’s plenty of weed there, too.” 

I decide, what the heck, and follow him as he leads me to this house. 

We arrive at the house. It is a stucco house, white with dark green shutters, and tall palm trees stand over the backyard like guardians, whose 
leaves flutter with a soft rustle in the breeze. “Here we are,” the young man says. 

“What’s your name?” I ask him. 

“Felix, like the cat, because I’m lucky,” he tells me. 

We go inside, out of the bright sunshine. The living room is darkened by drawn blinds at the windows, and is crowded with people of varying 
ages, all older than me by at least three years. The room is littered with bongs and other paraphernalia of drug use. I look in wonder as these young 
men and women sit on a large couch in the middle of the room, or on large pillows on the floor. They are dressed in shorts, flowered shirts and 
sandals, and talk in sleepy tones. They all look up when I come in, and greet me with soft “Hi”, “Hey there” and “Welcome to the House.” I sense I will 
be accepted here, and as promised, there are plenty of drugs laying around and the air is filled with the sweet smell of hash. 

Maybe I am lucky, too, like Felix, I think to myself, relieved that I will not have to sleep on the beach tonight. 

The next few weeks pass in a drug-filled haze. I have a small room in the house that I share with another woman. I am given food and pot to 
smoke. I make friends with some of the people in the house, especially witha young man named Piggy, whose large and rotund size earned him this 
nickname. He takes me under his wing, showing me where essentials like tampons are kept, and teaching me street skills such as how to steal food 
from a local supermarket. “You have to earn your food, you know,” he tells me. When not shoplifting or smoking pot in the house, I spend the after- 
noons at beach parties, drinking and doing drugs and talking, always talking to the new people Iam meeting. 

I do not see Felix for a couple of weeks. When he does return, he invites to me spend the evening with him at his other house, the ‘nice one’. 
This house is large and furnished with expensive furniture. The first night there, he has sex with me. I don’t mind, since he found me a place at the 
communal house, so I figure it’s a fair trade. But a few nights later, he has a friend over, and they do a drug deal. Halfway through the evening, Felix 
gets up, stretches and says “I’ve got to go out and do an errand.” I get up to follow him, but he tells me, “No, you stay here. l'll come and get you later.” 

So, I stay, and in a while his friend tries to lead me upstairs to the bedroom. I am reluctant to follow but his friend is insistent. “Don’t you know 
anything?” he tells me harshly. “You were part of the deal tonight.” I realize that Felix has sold me for the night, so I do whatever his friend tells me 
to. After all, this is part of the price of having a place to live when you are too young to work and earn rent money. Nonetheless, I had run away from 
home to be safer, not to become someone's prostitute or collateral for drug deals. I realize that I have to leave quickly before this happens again. Or, 
before something worse happens; I have a vague feeling of disquiet about this house. 
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As soonas itis light, I sneak quietly out of the house with my heart in my mouth. I am terrified that Felix’s friend will stop me or that Felix will 
return before I make my escape. I walk as quickly as I can for several blocks, reach a major road, then start trying tothumb a ride. My fear mounts as 
car after car passes me by. Finally, a pale blue sedan pulls over. It contains a man and wife with a small baby in a car seat in the back. Shaky with re- 
lief, I climb into the backseat, next tothe baby. “Where are you going?” the man asks me. 

“North”, I tell them briefly. 

“We're going to Atlanta,” he responds. 

It is silent in the car for most of the journey to Atlanta. Halfway there, the man exits off the interstate and pulls into a gas station to get gas. 
He tells his wife to go in and buy burgers for everyone. While his wife is in the store, he reaches into the backseat and feels me up. I hate it, but lam 
desperate for a ride and for food. It has been 24 hours since I have eaten, so I don’t yell or get out of the car. He stops his abuse of me as soon as his 
wife returns. She passes the food around, and I eat while silently calling this man vile names for the way he is treating me and his wife. Several hours 
later, the man lets me outin Georgia, at a truck stop just outside of Atlanta. 

It is the middle of the night. Completely exhausted, I fall sleep on the hard cement ground next to a cinder block wall, well behind a parked 
truck. The sun wakes me up a few hours later and I go drowsily from truck to truck, searching for one heading north. I have decided to go into New 
York City where I have heard there are numerous runaways and hippies, in hopes that I will get lost in the crowd of other runaway and throwaway 
children. Most of the truck drivers are not yet at their trucks but I eventually find someone whois driving north, and I ask fora ride. The man pauses, 
looks at me, and finally says, “Okay, get in.” He is quiet and talks little as he takes me to New Jersey. Here, I hitch aride outside the restaurant he stops 
at, to New York City. 

After wandering the edges of the city and sleeping in the streets for a few nights, I come across a shelter for runaways. Exhausted and hungry, 
I push the doors open and enter. 

“Where are you from?” the worker at the shelter asks me. I give her a false name and false home address, telling her Iam from North Carolina. 
Iam tired, dirty, frightened, and have no idea what to expect in a runaway shelter. I sit warily on a worn-out couch in the communal area by the shel- 
ter’s main entrance. To my surprise, I heara friendly greeting from a boy who looks the same age as me. “Hi, I’m Sam,” he tells me cheerly. 

“I'm Sarah,” I reply, using the same false name that I had told the shelter worker. 

“You don’t have to worry, the people are okay here,” Sam says. I relax a little, and start talking to him. I discover that like me, Sam has left an 
abusive situation at home, preferring to take his chances on the streets rather than endure the ongoing physical and sexual abuse by his father. 

At lunchtime, the shelter gives us a sandwich and a piece of fruit, which I accept gratefully, then Sam takes me downtown to teach me how to 
earn my living in the Big Apple. The two of us stand on a busy street, and I learn how to panhandle for money. While most people pass us by without 
a glance, here and there, generous people do stop and give us a dollar or afew quarters. What I don’t like are the older men who keep coming up to me, 
telling me that they can help me earn “a lot more” than I can make panhandling. I know what they mean, and let Sam stand between me and them. 

After a few days, an older man who is ateacher at NYU invites Sam and Ito stay with him. He and his friends are socialists, and I enjoy hearing 
their discussions about Castro and changing the political structure of our society. They also have lots of pills around the house, and when the teacher 
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and his friends are at work, Sam and I help ourselves to drugs and food. I decide that socialists are pretty nice people since they are feeding me and 
my friend. I also start looking for work. I lie to anyone who asks, saying Iam 16, and plan to get a driver's license at the DMV. Sam is doing the same. 
We supplement our panhandling with shoplifting and eating at small diners where after eating, we get up and run out the door. It is easy to run into 
the crowds in NYC and no one ever catches us. 

A week later, Iam with Sam and the teacher at aJames Taylor concert that he has bought us tickets for. I love James Taylor, but inthe bathroom, 
someone has offered me a small pane of windowpane acid (a form of LSD). I have dropped acid before and had enjoyed laughing for hours the last 
time I did so. However, this time, it is different. Soon after dropping the pane, the bathroom starts spinning and revolving. I stumble out into the 
street for fresh air and start screaming. Time is slowing down, I see blood dripping everywhere, and terrible visions of horror flow in a relentless 
stream of gore and violence before my eyes. I continue screaming in stark terror, completely disoriented. I hear the siren of an ambulance just before 
I go unconscious. 

At the hospital, my stomach is pumped, and a team of doctors and other clinical staff work over my body. I know this because I am floating 
on the ceiling above, looking down on my body below as the medical team works frantically to save my life. But what horrifies me is that all around, 
surrounding me as I float, are demons lathering at the mouth, and stretching their claws towards me. I feel immensely sad and start crying. “God, I’m 
not ready to die yet,” I tell Him, in the first sincere prayer I can remember to the God who created me. I know that these creatures surrounding mein 
aring are just waiting for me to die, like wolves around prey, and intend to carry me away to hell. 

I then wake up, back in my body, to discover that I am on a stretcher in the emergency room. There is an IV dripping fluid into my right arm 
which hasa bandage over the insertion site. I feel dazed, sleepy and look up. An orderly is wheeling me into a small private room. “You are lucky,” he 
tells me. “You almost died.” He bends over and gives me a kiss on my lips, and then leaves. I fall asleep. 

Sometime later, a nurse comes in. She has been checking on me from time to time, because there is a blood pressure cuff on my arm, and I am 
hooked up toa heart monitor. She smiles and says, “Your parents are here.” 

Ilook up, and to my horror, my American mother and stepfather walk into the room. They look anxious, tired and relieved to see me. “How did 
they find me?” I ask the nurse. 

“When youcame in last night, you told us your full name. There was an All Points Bulletin out for you, and so we called them,” she says. 

“T don’t want to go with them! I can’t! They are terrible people, terrible! Please, let me stay here,” I plead. 

“It’s just the drugs in her, she’s disoriented and doesn’t know what she’s saying,” my American mother says. 

I become hysterical, and start screaming “No, no, no, don’t make me go back with them!” 

“You need to sedate her,” my American mother tells the nurse. “She is still feeling the effects of the drugs which have affected her mind.” 

The nurse leaves and returns with a sedative. Later that day, my parents have me released from the hospital. We fly back together to Virginia, 
and they immediately check me into a hospital where I will be checked for venereal diseases and aftereffects of the drugs I had been abusing. 
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This narrative of running away from home at 14 years old for about two months and nearly dying from a bad LSD trip is something that I (the 
American presenter) had always remembered. Until several years ago, I believed that I had tried to leave home because of my stepfather’s verbal abuse and 
my mother’s neglect. However, after I had started to heal from ritual abuse and mind control, I learned from the other parts in my system that my running 
away from home in America was actually an attempt at leaving the Order motivated by the horrendous pain of being forced to sacrifice my firstborn son at 
13. 

My running away was enabled by cooperation between my American presentation ‘Elsa’ (the parts of me that lived life in the United States with 
absolutely no memory that I was a member of the occult world), and the cult presenter Luce (the parts of me that knew much more of my life story and 
wanted to leave the cruelty of a group that ordered me to kill the only human being I had ever fully loved — my infant son). While I was unaware of Luce 
during this period, had she not been wanting to leave the Order as well, I would never have been able to even leave my house unnoticed by the cult. Other 
parts who were also cooperating with this runaway attempt included the parts whose jobs were to recontact and return to the Order. This is evident from 
how none of the ‘return home’, ‘recontact’ or ‘reporter’ parts had disclosed the runaway plans of either the American presenter or the cult presenter to our 
programmers or leaders, none called the Order to disclose our location, or switched out so they had the control over the body to make us return to the cult. 
Without this extensive cooperation between many different parts, I would not have been able to stay away from the Order for as long as I did. 

The fact that I was able to run away from home at all and to stay away for two months shows that even when programming to be loyal, obedient and 
to recontact is present, an individual can still choose to not recontact. While it can be difficult and painful to resist programming, it is not impossible to do 
so. All cults want their members to believe that programming cannot be disobeyed or broken, but my own experience at this age exposes the falseness of this 
belief. To the Order, my ability to not tell on myself that I was planning on running away and success at not re-contacting them or disclosing where I was or 
what I was doing was an indication of massive ‘programming failure’. This made me a tremendous security risk both to the Jesuit Order, and the Illuminati 
(which I was actively infiltrating in my American and several European presentations). I learned later that they had spared no expense and used many 
strategies to try to locate me. APBs for missing children were uncommon back in 1971; having an APB out for me showed how determined the cult, and not 
my ‘parents’, was to locate and retrieve me. 

I knew that taking drugs was risky, but both my cult presenter and I had a lot of pain and grief to deal with. This was compounded by the terror we 
were feeling about trying to escape the Order, and the pain of resisting the programming to recontact and return. Numbing these feelings in this way seemed 
like a good (the only) way to cope. Nonetheless, we did not anticipate that the drugs we took in New York would be laced with other substances that almost 
killed us and got us returned to the group. I had a deep desire to die to escape the pain that killing my infant son had created. Yet when confronted with death, 
deep inside at core level, I realized that I did not want to die. God heard my cry for mercy and saved my life. This answered prayer laid the foundation for my 
accepting Him as my God and Savior a few months later. 

While I had always remembered running from Virginia to Florida then to New York, healing work and increased communication between different 
parts many years later brought another piece of the narrative to light: Felix was more than just a drug dealer, commune leader and exploiter of runaways. 
He was also a member of an occultic group. I learned this shortly after he had first sold me as part of a drug deal, and the following account relates this piece 
of the narrative: 
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Two weeks later, Felix invites me to a party at his nice house. The food is excellent, and beer and pot flow lavishly, and the partygoers stay late 
into the night. Suddenly, just before 2 am, someone says “It’s time.” 

Time for what? I wonder but I don’t have to wait long to find out, as I see the floor beneath a corner of the living room sliding away to one 
side. The opening reveals stairs going down one level into a windowless basement. One by one, the adults at the party go downstairs. Felix puts my 
hands into those of an older woman with cold blue eyes, and a young man with black hair and black eyes. I have a funny feeling about this. They lead 
me downstairs, and I see a ritual setting: altar, candles, silver chalice on a black velvet cloth. The other adults have shed their clothes and are naked 
except for black cloaks with hoods. I surmise that the woman who had taken my hand earlier must be the high priestess, as least for tonight’s ritual, 
as she isthe one who starts to tie me up. I realize witha shock that I am to be the “expendable” tonight; these people plan to kill me, a young runaway, 
who will be untraceable. Desperate to save my life, my system switches fully away from my American parts who have no idea about what is going on, 
into my Illuminati parts. 

“You don’t want to kill me,” I lift my chin arrogantly and tell her in German. “I have the protection of someone very powerful that you don’t 
want to anger. Iam a daughter of Battenberg.” 

The woman pauses in surprise and says suspiciously, “How do I know you aren't lying to me, little rat?” 

I respond without missing a beat, “Ask me any question you like, something that I can’t possibly know, and I will tell you anything you like, 
about your past and future. This will prove what I say.” Iam gambling that I can do this, and ask for help from the spirits within. 

“How many children do I have?” she asks. 

I tell her, “You have four, but only three are living. One was killed in a ritual like this, when you were much younger.” 

She sees for herself that I really can tap into the spiritual realm and “read” her past, ‘proving’ my status as a trained member of a cult. There- 
fore, I am not likely to be an ‘expendable’ they could kill. In fact, if I am indeed a Battenberg, killing me could cause them trouble. She narrows her 
eyes thoughtfully. “I am sure that your absence from your father’s ‘loving care’ is not making him happy,” she says. “He might pay me handsomely 
for bringing you back where he can punish you personally.” She looks into my eyes, sees the flash of real fear there at the mention of punishment 
from this sadistic man, and smiles a slow, malicious smile. She continues, “I think we will have a little fun with you tonight before we send you back 
to him. I can’t imagine he would mind.” 

They rape me for hours, tying me up, then putting sharp rods up me front and back when they get bored with ordinary rape. I scream and 
scream for their benefit because I know that this is what they want. However, they let me live. I survive the night, although bruised and exhausted. 

The next day, Piggy comes to visit Felix. Felix goes out, telling him to keep an eye on me. After he leaves, Piggy says, “I feel sorry for you, little 
schmuck. You're in for it now.” Piggy wasn’t there last night, but I have no doubt that he has been told that Iam in real trouble with some powerful 
people. 

“Piggy, you’re my only friend here. You have to help me escape,” I plead, looking at him with large, brown, desperate eyes. “Please, please, just 
take me to the interstate; I will find a way to get away from there.” 
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Piggy pauses. I can tell that he would not mind helping me, but he was not going to put his own hide at risk. I start using my psychic (theta) 
skills to compel him to both feel sorry for me, and to obey me. Finally, he says, “Okay, but we have to be quick. Let’s go, schmuck.” 

He takes me in his old beater car to the interstate. Once again, I am hitchhiking, desperate to leave this place as quickly as possible. I am 
terrified that Felix, or one of the people from the night before, will see me before I can get away. I put my thumb out, and car after car passes me by. 
Finally, a pale blue sedan pulls over. It contains a man and wife with a small baby in a car seat in the back. 


I had completely dissociated this episode, believing previously that I had left the commune for New York because of Felix selling me for drugs. Looking 
back, it seems like a miracle that I escaped the occult group that Felix was involved with. They did not seem to be aware that there was an APB out for a 
teenager of my description despite recognizing the Battenberg name and understanding German. They did not even try to ensure thatI would not be able to 
escape beyond telling Piggy to keep an eye on me. I can only say that Iam glad that they were careless and thatI was able to get away. 
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Chapter 3: Finding and Losing Faith 


I am still fronting in my American presenter, Elsa, and it has been a week since my parents retrieved me from the hospital. At the hospital 
in northern Virginia, the staff spent three days conducting careful psychological and physical health tests, and gave me antibiotics to clear out any 
diseases I might have caught from living on the streets. I have been home back at the farm only a week, but I am planning to run away again in two 
days, because deep down, I do NOT want to be chained again to my former life. That afternoon, my American mother makes a request. “Put on some 
decent clothes,” she tells me. 

“Why?” Task, sullenly. Iam still angry that she and my stepfather ‘retrieved’ me from New York and have barely spoken to either of my parents. 

“I'm going to a special study, and you’re coming with me,” she says. 

“What kind of study?” I ask. 

To my extreme surprise, she responds, “A Bible study.” 

I have no idea why she wants to do this. She is not religious; no one in my family is. We are all agnostics and atheists so her sudden desire to 
have a mother-daughter visit toa church activity puzzles me. 

“Tina and Ellie are going,” she tells me. These two girls are sisters and are two of my friends from school. “I want you to come with me,” she 
insists. “I am taking you, willing or not.” To get her off my back, I dress and sullenly get into the car. But Ialso attend out of mild curiosity. I have never 
been to a meeting outside of a liturgical, formal church service where a book of Common Prayer guides what is said and done. Why on earth would 
someone meet to talk about the Bible during a Friday night? I wonder silently. 

It is a 30-minute drive to the meeting. The group meeting starts out with guitar playing and singing. It meets in a small Episcopal church out 
in the middle of nowhere, in a very rural part of northern Virginia. After the singing, a couple of people come up to the front and share testimonies 
of how God has helped them during the past week. Then, the pastor who leads the meeting gives a short talk about Jesus and the Bible. Iam bored. 
But after the service, there is an altar call and my friend Tina goes forward. She comes back to her seat, crying copiously. 

“Why are you crying?” I ask her in bewilderment. “I thought this shit is supposed to make you happy.” I am a true heathen, observing with 
curiosity her strange reaction to a prayer. 

“Oh, Iam, I am happy,” she exclaims. “I’ve never been happier in my life.” 

I look into her blue eyes filled with tears, and see that she is telling the truth: there is real joy in their depths. 

“You should go forward and get prayer,” she says, earnestly. I hesitate. 

“Go ahead,” she urges. 

I decide to see if I will end up crying like a baby, and wonder if that would be good or bad. I walk down the aisle. A woman I have never met 
before who is standing in front of the altar rail comes over to me and asks, “Do you know Jesus?” 

I tell her “No” and she places her hand on my head and begins praying for me. 
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Instantly, I react, but not with tears. “I have to go!” I say, as I run down the aisle of the church and out the door. 

“What happened to you?” my friend Tina asks me as she runs out after me. 

“T didn’t want any of that shit,” I tell her, to cover the fear I feel. Something made me afraid of that woman’s prayer. I pretend to not care about 
what happened. But secretly, Iam disappointed, and a little envious of my friend who did cry from joy. It has been years, if ever, since I have felt joy. 

That night, I have two nightmares. One is about the end of the world: I am running out of a city where a nuclear blast has occurred, running 
for my life. All around me, Iam impeded by the dead human bodies: torn body after body is pouring out blood on the road, and I am slipping in 
the blood, screaming. The second nightmare is of hell: I am alone, in complete and utter darkness. It is cold and dark. There is no love or hope; only 
endless despair. I am revolving in a terrible twisting motion upon myself, throughout the blackness of a silent, cold eternity, and I can see my sins on 
the arms of self that revolve inward. I wake up screaming, filled with terror, and cannot go back to sleep for the next two days. 

“Tam going to have a nervous breakdown if this panic doesn’t stop,” I tell my mother. 

“These must be flashbacks from the drugs,” she tells me. 

“Flashbacks or not, Ithink I need to go meet with the pastor from that Christian group and pray. They started this, maybe they can stop it,” I 
moan. I have dark circles under my eyes from lack of sleep. I feel as if I am losing my mind. I spend most of the day with my head down in my hands, 
moaning in desperation and terror. 

Desperate, my mother calls and makes an appointment to meet with the pastor who led the prayer meeting. He is leading a charismatic 
renewal in the local Episcopal church, and is in his office when we arrive at his church. When we meet, I tell him about the nightmares, the sleepless- 
ness and the terrible feeling that I will go to a black, cold, silent hell. 

He says, “I will lead you in the sinner’s prayer, but first, I need to ask you: have you had any involvement in the occult?” 

Iam surprised at his question. “Not really,” Ianswer him. At that time, in my American presentation, I am still completely amnesic tomy own 
history with the cult. “I did play around a few times with my cousins, with a Ouija board, and once when I was ten, they and I tried to bend spoons 
with our minds.” I am trying to think of anything that could be labeled “occult”. “Oh, yes, a few times, I played with some tarot cards that I bought, 
and tried to read my sister’s and my cousin’s futures, and let them do the same. That’s it.” That was all that I could consciously recall. 

“You must renounce all of these things,” he tells me. 

“Trenounce playing with a Ouija board, tarot cards, any trying to bend spoons, and any other occult activities that I might have done,” I say. 

“Now, pray this prayer with me,” the pastor says. 

I then pray the prayer that he leads me in: “Dear Jesus, I am a sinner and have sinned against you. Please forgive me for these sins, and come 
into my life. I receive the gift that you purchased for me when you died for me on the cross.” 

Suddenly, it as if someone has turned a light bulb on inside. I didn’t even know it was deep darkness inside of me, but suddenly, I feel life, and 
light, and joy, and something I have never experienced before in my life: pure, genuine love, a love that causes tears to stream down my face. I am for- 
given, really forgiven! And the darkness is gone. 

My life will never be the same again. 
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“Jesus loves me,” I say wonderingly. Iam stunned and amazed. 

My mother drives me home, and that night at dinner, I tell my parents, “Jesus loves me, and He loves you, too.” 

“This is bullshit,” my atheist stepfather tells me. “It’s just a fad.” 

“You shouldn't be too religious,” my mother warns me. “People go nuts if they do.” 

“You're a fucking Jesus freak,” my sister, who is a year younger than me, yells. “What happened to make you go off the deep end?” 

But I ignore their comments. Instead, after dinner, I grab my American mother’s huge Catholic bible that has rested, unread, in a bookshelf for 
years, and read it avidly. It is all fresh, new and real, like today’s news. I feel happy. Iam joyful, for the first time that I can remember. 

I attend another prayer meeting at my friend Tina’s house. On the table is a book called They Speak with Other Tongues by the Sherrills. Iread 
this book avidly, and in my bedroom at home, ask Jesus to baptize me in the Holy Spirit. I start speaking in an unknown language, and I am overjoyed. 

“I can speak in tongues! It’s wonderful!” I shout. 

“Oh, Jeez, what now?” my sister says unhappily. My whole family is upset about my 
Christianity, and my numerous attempts to witness to them. I want them to know this love and joy, too, but they seem uninterested, to put it mildly. 


Much later in life, I asked my American mother why on earth she took me to a Christian group at this time. After all, we were all secret 
occultists. Her reply surprised me: “I couldn’t control you, and was hoping that this would help you settle down.” Stunned, I realized then that the 
only reason she was hoping I might get infected with a bit of Christianity was in order to make me more “good” and compliant in my American pre- 
sentation. This had backfired on them though, because I encountered the real Jesus, and this changed the course of the rest of my life. 


At school, all the kids notice that I am different - REALLY different. I am happier, kinder and more loving to each of them. “You're a lot nicer 
than you used to be,” is something I hear from many. Their amazement makes me wonder how unpleasant I had been to others before. I stop doing 
drugs, don’t smoke pot and start carrying a little Bible to school during the last two weeks of the spring semester. I fail two classes, simply because I 
was away on the streets and wasn’t there to learn anything, but that doesn’t matter. I love Jesus, He is the center of my life, and Iam more interested 
in witnessing than academics. 


When school lets out, and summer vacation begins, my parents send me to amental institution for the wealthy in central Virginia. They insist 
that I undergo a drug rehabilitation program at this institution, even though I had been telling them that I was no longer using drugs. The clinical 
staff there put me through a battery of psychological tests, all of which show that I am psychologically normal. The staff tells me that my parents 
are relieved that the drugs didn’t fry my brains. The program lasts two months, and I spend my time there witnessing to the other residents on the 
rehab unit who are mostly young teens like me. They have little patience for my evangelism, but I do make friends with a young woman who comes 
at night to clean. During my first week here, she overhears me crying one night. 

“Are you okay?” she asks me, putting a comforting hand on my shoulder. 

“T...I'm scared, and feel lonely,” I tell her. 
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She looks at the Bible on my bedside stand, and asks, “Are you a Christian?” 

“Yes,” I tell her. “I became one a few weeks ago, and I’m trying to learn about Jesus.” 

“Hmmm,” she says, thinking. “My parents have a Bible study on Saturday evenings at our house. Would you be willing if you can get a pass, and 
come spend the weekend with me? You could go to the study and learn more about the Bible.” 

Iam delighted to meet another Christian here, and say eagerly “Yes, I would love to!” 

Because I no longer do drugs or act out, I easily get a weekend pass and go home with this young woman, Belinda. Her family are wonderful to 
me, andthe whole weekend, I am in total joy: I spend the weekend with this family of loving people, where we pray, study the Bible and talk about 
the new love in my life: Jesus. After this, while I am at the rehab center, I spend every weekend with her family, and feel less lonely. I am growing in 
my new faith, and love fellowshipping with other believers. 


This time at the institution was a miracle that I have no explanation for. Typically, I only spent a few weeks in my American presentation before 
returning to Rome or my other presentations. To have been allowed to stay in the U.S. for a full two months in this program, in addition to the two months 
when I ran away, is unheard of. This is the longest time interval I have ever spent outside of Rome in my entire life. It is possible that the Order wanted special 
assessments done of my American shell and presenters at the institution, or needed to placate the American Illuminati by doing so. Or, maybe God arranged 
for this time for me to have the opportunity to be around a loving group of Christians and grow in my faith. I really don’t know. 


At the end of summer, I return from the drug rehab program to my American home, an isolated farm in a rural part of northern Virginia. 
The next morning, I wake up to the sound of familiar voices talking in Latin in the yard outside. I dress hurriedly, switching from my American 
presenters into my cult presenter, Luce, as I run down the stairs. Two large black vans are parked in my parent’s driveway. In the yard are the three 
fathers I love most, Mattheo, Carlottiand Jerome. Half of my Jesuit class, including my two twins, Danny and Lizzie, are present as well. My stepfather 
is not there, having gone into town to take care of some business. But my American mother, a Jesuit father herself, turns to me. “You have to go back 
to Rome,” she says. 

I really did not want to. I had had enough of the Order's cruelty and subservience to Satan. However, Conner looks at me and says, “I want to 
know your Jesus, but I can’t, unless you come back with us. Don’t let me die and go to hell.” He looks at me beseechingly. Conner is the second mem- 
ber of my class, and next to Danny and Lizzie, he is one of the people I love the most in the world. 

“If you come with us, you can tell me about your faith, but if you refuse to come, I never want to hear about it,” says Mary Margaret, the third 
member of my class. She is someone closer than a sisterto me. 

Father Mattheo speaks to me earnestly, his clear grey eyes filled with sadness. “If you don’t come with us, we will have to kill your class, and 
ourselves, because we have all failed in our training of you, and so our lives will be forfeit as well. We will all go to hell without knowing this Jesus of 
yours.” 

Iam filled with an overwhelming desire to share my faith with these loved ones. I want to rescue them from the hell Iam certain they will go 
to if they do not know Jesus. 
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“TIl go,” I tell them. 

Suddenly, deep inside my mind, I feel the words, “Don’t do this. Don’t go.” Somehow, I know it is Jesus telling me not to go to Rome. But Iam 
looking at the lost, sad faces of my brothers and sisters and fathers, and I can’t help it. I WANT them to know Jesus, and I can’t risk their going to hell. 
I can’t. Still, the voice inside says more sternly, “Don’t go. Don’t. It will not work out well.” But Iam determined to rescue my loved ones. I ignore the 
voice, and get into one of the vans, and we drive off together to a small airport nearby where a military plane is waiting. I am going to Rome to bea 
witness for Jesus. 

Weare back in the Vatican by the next day. Iam having deep, dark espresso with Father Mattheo to help me overcome the jet lag that comes in 
spite of the supplements I have taken. His questions are earnest as he sips his own cup of espresso. “Why have you decided to believe in the ridicu- 
lous Jewish God, the traitor and liar?”, he asks me angrily. “What caused you to give up the beliefs ofa lifetime?” 

“Because He loves me, and Satan never did,” I explain simply. “Satan is the liar, not the God who created the universe.” Mattheo looks baffled 
and gets up abruptly, leaving me alone at the small table. I pray in tongues for him that he will be able to hear what I have to say. 

The two other fathers I love most, Father Jerome and Father Carlotti, come in and ask me similar questions. I give them the same response, and 
like Mattheo, they leave quickly. Their quick departures remind me of the time I had run out of church when being prayed for the first time. 

The torture begins the next day. I am strapped to a table. Conner, the brother I love so much, is slowly peeling the skin from my upper arms. 
Mattheo, Jerome and Carlotti are inthe room. The torture goes on and on. I turn my head and whisper to Conner: “I forgive you for this, because Jesus 
loves you.” Conner turns his head to the side, away from me, so that I will not be able to see the look in his eyes. I know that he is doing what he has 
been ordered and coerced to do, not what he wants to do. 

They apply various forms of torture for weeks: I am stretched on a rack until I feel as if all of my joints are loose, screaming as they dislocate; I 
am shocked over and over and over, all the while being told by the people I love, and by Satan, “All you have to do is raise one finger to show that you 
no longer believe in the traitor — that you are no longer an adulteress” (as Satan’s “wife” from the ceremony at age 13, he considers my faith in the 
Christian Jesus as an act of adultery). They administer medical care in between bouts of torture so that they can continue the torture without killing 
me. But I refuse to deny the One I know loves me. I weep but am also comforted and strengthened by the love of Jesus as I cry out to Him. I wonder 
how much time will pass before I die for my faith. I no longer fear death, for I have a real faith, and a Savior who is with me through it all. 

My continued refusal to renounce my faith leaves the fathers in a difficult place. If I die without recanting, then I would be a martyr. 
Furthermore, it would show that I was able to resist my programming and remain unintimidated by Satan to the very end. They were concerned 
that this could inspire others in the Order to question their own indoctrination and consider believing in the Christian God, especially those who I 
had mentored, programmed, or led. Furthermore, the oracles have predicted that the occult messiah, their much awaited and longed-for ‘light of the 
world’ would come through me. Therefore, they could not allow me to die a Christian. It was absolutely imperative that they somehow force me to 
recant my belief in Jesus. 

They design a plan that they believe would not only put unbearable pressure on my newfound faith but also serve as a severe warning to 
anyone in the Order who might be considering becoming a Christian after watching the faith, comfort and determination I had even under weeks of 
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torture. The next day, I am led in chains outside by Mattheo, Jerome and Carlotti, accompanied by Satan. All of the children and adults are gathered 
here to watch today’s events. We walk past the crowd into a field, and I see thirteen crosses in a circle in its middle. To my unspeakable horror, on 
each one is hanging one of my classmates, the brothers and sisters I have loved deeply and grown up with. Conner, Mary Margaret, Timothy, Andrew, 
John, they are all there. My twin brother and sister, who are in the next class, are also hanging on crosses. I see the blood staining the nails and ropes 
fastening them to the crosses, and I learn over and retch into the grass. 

“I will be forced to kill them if you do not recant your faith in this Christus (note: the Latin name for Christ), Mattheo says to me in Latin, the 
language of the Order. I look at him unbelievingly. It is unheard of to kill a group of Jesuit fathers in this way. I cannot comprehend what he is telling 
me; my mind has shut down from the nightmarish horror of this scene. “I will give you three chances before I kill the first one.” Satan is standing 
next to him, waiting for my answer. 

“No, I can’t,” I stutter. 

“I give you another chance. Will yourecant your faith in the traitor Jew (a term the fathers use for Jesus)?” 

“N-n-no,” I stumble over the word. I cannot renounce Him, even to save a brother or sister that I love. 

“Are you willing to give up and renounce your faith in Christus?” Mattheo asks again, this time raising the spear that heis holding in his right 
hand. 

Iam weeping. “No, I cannot,” I say. 

Mattheo takes his spear and thrusts it with all his strength into Andrew's heart. I hear ribs crack and Andrew jerks from the force of the spear 
entering his helpless body. I watch my brother spasm in death while blood spurts out of his mouth. I scream and collapse. 

Mattheo moves to Peter next. He has tears in his eyes as he asks again, “Will you recant your faith in the traitor Jew?” 

Satanis pacing beneath the cross where my brother hangs, glowering at me. Once again, the three questions are asked, and my response is the 
same. 

“Kill me instead! Kill me instead!” I scream. “He doesn’t deserve to die! Please, kill me instead!!” But my cries are ignored. This time, I feel as 
though the spear has pierced my own heart, that the blood is spurting out of my own mouth, as though my brother’s death is my own. 

Mattheo kills five more brothers in spite of my pleas and screams to be the one to die instead. Iam weeping, shaking, vomiting on the ground, 
screaming in emotional anguish. I cannot believe that this is happening. 

“Why is your God allowing your brothers to die this way?” Satan sneers with each death. “If He really cares, why is this happening? Maybe you 
have disobeyed Him and He has turned His face away.” 

Deep in my gut is atrickle, as I remember my saying “No” when hearing Jesus tell me not to come to Rome. Maybe Satan is right. Maybe God 
has abandoned me, for He is certainly abandoning these sisters and brothers that I am screaming prayers for, asking Him to save them, or, for Him 
to take me instead. The heavens have indeed been silent as the killing continues, one after another. 

Finally, only Conner, Mary Margaret, Timothy, Anastasia, Lizzie, and Danny are left. Seven brothers have died. Seven times, I scream and retch 
and pass out from the emotional anguish. Seven times, I hear the screams and sobs of the remaining classmates and fathers, for these are people we 


2 hrs 3 mins left in book 16% 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


all love, deeply. No one is unaffected by these deaths. We are all heartbroken. The sobbing has increased in intensity, punctuated by the screams of 
toddlers and very young children. Several ofthese little ones were deeply bonded tothe seven who have just been killed, since we had already come- 
of-age the year before and have been given children to bond to as their primary programmers and trainers. It is particularly traumatic for these 
children to watch their beloved fathers died in such a terrible way on crosses. The watching crowd resembles a mourning assembly now as the tears 
fall continuously. 

“How can you do this to the children?” Satan accuses me. Mattheo looks white-faced and shaken, unable to speak at this point, so Satan has 
taken over with the angry words meant to wound me further. “Do you want the whole Order to die?” he screams at me. 

Looking into those coal-black, malevolent eyes, I believe he woulddo that, if for no other reason than to break me. For I have stood against him, 
in front of the entire Order, and he cannot stand this. I see Mattheo standing below Danny, my beloved twin brother. If I do not recant, my brother 
will die. He asks the question again. “Will you renounce your faith in the traitor Jew?” 

I hesitate. I cannot, I cannot see Danny die. Too many have died already, God has abandoned me. The previous weeks of torture, sleep 
deprivation, and now this horror are too much. I can no longer hold on to conscious thought or sanity. Something breaks deep inside me. Everything 
is gray and terrible. “Yes,” I whisper. 

“Say it louder, so everyone can hear!” Satan demands, standing before me. “DO YOU RENOUNCE YOUR FAITH IN THE CHRISTUS WHO AL- 
WAYS BETRAYS THOSE WHO BELIEVE IN HIM?” he screams. 

“Yes!” I yell back, and then I fall down, unconscious. I want to die. 


The world is dark with despair. The love, hope and joy that I had experienced for the past three months is completely gone. Deep inside, I know 
that I will goto hell one day, for I have given up my faith. It doesn’t even help when after coming back to consciousness, my twin sister, Lizzie comes 
up to me and whispers “Thank you, sister.” Or when Danny, my twin brother, gives me a look of gratitude for saving his life. I have saved his life at 
the cost of my immortal soul. 

For the next two months, the Jesuit fathers reprogram me extensively to never ever believe in God again, and to always be loyal to Satan and 
the Order. Much of this programming is designed to exploit the guilt and shame that I felt for recanting: they put me through numerous traumatic 
scenarios in the programming labs to show me that God cannot forgive those who deny him, that my faith is too weak to ever hold onto God, that I 
love my brothers more than I love God and therefore cannot be His follower, and many other similar lies. In my grief, guilt and shame, however, their 
twisting of scriptures feels completely true. Something deep within me feels more and more broken and lifeless as the reprogramming continues. 
They also program in a complete terror that Satan will kill all my loved ones if I ever even had the slightest disloyal thought again. After the pro- 
grammers and Satan are satisfied that my reprogramming will ensure my loyalty and all future refutation of Christ, I renew my vows of allegiance, 
love and obedience to both Satan and the Order, and am reinstated as a Jesuit father. A lavish celebration dinner is held to celebrate the “return of the 
prodigal” into the fold of occultism. My brothers who died are honored as martyrs whose sacrifice had brought me back home. 
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My memories in this chapter show the Order investing tremendous amounts of time, effort, and manpower in the breaking and re-programming of 
a member who had become a Christian. The price they are willing to pay to ‘re-convert’ one member back to them even includes killing members who had 
not shown any ‘disloyalty’ themselves. I believe that this happens because Satan does not like to “lose face” and has no value for human life. Rather than 
killing a member who has become a Christian and thus creating a martyr who he had lost all control over, he enjoys the suffering of an individual who caved 
under soul-crushing pressure to recant. He loves to use these situations to ‘demonstrate’ that God ‘doesn’t answer prayer’. Indeed, for many years, my cult 
presenter, Luce, was completely convinced that she was permanently rejected and condemned by God for ‘losing her faith’, and that she was an ‘example’ of 
what happens when one strays from the beliefs of the Order, and an ‘example’ to both young and old that God does not hear our cries and prayers. To this 
day, I do not fully understand why my cries to die instead of my brothers seemed unheard by God. I do know that after this time, I was never the same again. 
I may never understand until I stand before God in eternity when all things are known in His presence the answers to my ‘whys’. 

Nonetheless, I have come to realize that He did not really abandon me, or my brothers and sisters. We were pawns in the hands of human beings who 
used their free choice to commit terrible evil in obedience to Satan. I have also realized since, during healing, that God canand does forgive me for renouncing 
Him and returning to the Order. He has always been more than willing to; this is why it was so urgent for Satan to program me with the lies that God would 
not forgive me. I know that many occult groups treat members who become Christians in very similar ways. If any reader has been through events like what 
I describe in this chapter, God does not condemn you, He is not afraid or dismissive of your anguished questions, and He will forgive and restore you. 
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Chapter 4: Mission Against a Pastor 


After my reprogramming and reinstatement, I am expected to demonstrate my full loyalty and fealty to Satan by attacking Christians. A few 
weeks later, Mattheo calls me into his office. 

“I need you to do a special mission for me,” he tells me. “I want you to destroy the ministry of a Christian pastor that you yourself choose. But 
he must be a real Christian.” Irealize that this mission is meant to be a seal on my reprogramming to believe that God can never forgive me; I am being 
ordered to work against His people to show my full loyalty to Satan and create an even larger wedge between myself and the Christian God. 

“I will start my research today,” I reply, and leave to do so. 

The Order keeps databases on Christians and their organizations, particularly on those who seem to be effective in their ministries and who 
are striving to lead truly godly lives. I review the profiles of numerous pastors around the world. I look for a male pastor who has been faithful to 
his wife and has at least one child. As the mission involves seduction, this pastor also needed to be someone emotionally insecure with a strained 
relationship with his wife. Preferably, his wife would be someone not involved in the ministry so that the pastor would be feeling ‘alone’ in his work. 
Additionally, the target should be in Italy or a country close by so that travelling between this mission and my other jobs would not require too much 
time. 

I find one that meets these requirements, and set out on my mission. As this pastor has no pedophilic tendencies, I have to convince him that I 
am older than my 14 1/2 years of age. I dress and use makeup that make me look like a young adult, with special padding around my hips and breasts 
to show a more mature shape. Ican certainly put on eyes that are much older than my age, having experienced being trafficked from early childhood. 
I begin attending his church regularly, volunteering to help out in numerous ways that involve coming in after hours. I present myself as single and 
sophisticated, and thanks to the data I received from the Order, I know exactly how to dress in the way this pastor would like the most. 

After several months, one evening, Iam the last person out of the church. I stop, and look at the pastor. “You're brilliant, you know that, don’t 
you?” I tell him, looking up at him from lowered eyelashes. With the skills that I had been taught to employ since I was toddler being sex trafficked 
to the wealthy, I give him a look that is seductive yet edged with shyness and admiration. 

“Thank you,” he smiles at me, gratified. 

“I would love to get together for coffee sometime, and learn more from you,” I tell him, baiting the hook with the prospect of his sharing his 
theological brilliance and learning with an adoring member of his congregation. I happen to know that he and his wife had a fight the night before, 
and decided this would be the perfect time to make a move. I pause, waiting expectantly for his answer. 

“How about next Tuesday at lunchtime?” he answers, smiling. 

I smile back. He has taken the bait. 

The lunch on Tuesday turns into, as I had planned, the first of several one-on-one meetings regularly for coffee and the occasional meals, all 
with adoring looks from meat his utter brilliance. These meetings soon progress into more than just talks. 


1 hr 58 mins left in book 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


After several months, I go to the pastor’s house on a morning when he is at church running a men’s meeting. I introduce myself to his wife 
and ask to be let in for a private talk that will not take long. Sobbing quietly on the couch in their living room, I “confess” the affair I have been 
having with her husband, telling her that I cannot stand the guilt and want to “make things clean” with her and God. I hand her ample photographic 
‘evidence’ (faked by the Order) of our dalliances. To make my confession as devastating as possible, Iam dressed to accentuate the fact that Iam 
in my early teens, implying that her husband was not only adulterous but also a pedophile. I then leave town and am never seen again by that 
congregation. 


I struggled with horrendous grief, shame and guilt when the memory of my “penance” mission came forward. I had hated every minute of the 
mission. I hate the harm that my action caused this family. The implicit threat that my loved ones would be killed if I refused was the only reason I complied. 
After the bloodbath earlier in the year, I could not bear to go through another ordeal of loved ones being killed “because” I disobeyed the Order. 

The very point of this mission was to reinforce shame and guilt which would strengthen their control over me. Having recanted my faith in Jesus, this 
mission helped to ensure that I would never believe He could forgive me, since I deliberately exploited the weaknesses of one of God’s children and led him 
into sin. This act was just one more ‘proof’ that I was utterly corrupt and lost, and absolutely destined for hell. It no longer mattered what I did to others, or 
what happened to me, since there was nothing left for me other than obedience to the Order and the adults within it who claimed they still loved me. I was 
chained to the Order now more than ever before with my own guilt, shame, and self-hatred. The deep desire to not know what I was capable of doing enabled 
the programmers to reinforce old layers and build new layers of amnesia and barriers against Christianity. I was no longer considered a security risk after 
completing this and other acts against Christians. 

According to my memories and what other survivors have shared with me, missions to destroy Christian individuals and families, and/or their 
churches or organizations are common in occultic groups. Besides harming the targeted Christians, the goal of such missions is to harm the cult member’s 
relationship with God through the guilt and shame, as I describe above. In my experience, often, there are two types of parts who are forced to carry out such 
missions: the parts who truly become Christian outside the cult’s directives, and parts who are programmed to be in the person’s front ‘Christian’ presenta- 
tions. For the former, after forcing them into such missions, the cult tells them things like, “God will never forgive you for how you have moved against His 
body”, “You were never really a Christian or you would never have fallen to this”, “You love your own family more than God so you can never follow him”. 
The cult programmers then offer the devasted parts continued membership in the cult as their only option and place to belong. 

For the parts who are programmed to present as ‘Christian’ in the person’s non-cult normal life, the cult says similar shaming statements to them. 
However, instead of offering these parts a place in the cult, the programmers instead offer to ‘take away’ the emotions and memories of the horrible deeds 
against Christianity and their knowledge of their apostasy. In this way, the programmed Christian parts are blackmailed by guilt, shame and horror to am- 
nesia and denial programming, and also become vulnerable to the programmers creating false experiences of Christianity (e.g., the programmers presenting 
the parts with a “Jesus” who reminds them to always obey the “father” who is a higher ranking internal programmer). Resolving both types programming 
installed through the guilt of having attacked Christians most fundamentally involves self-forgiveness and accepting God’s forgiveness while processing the 
grief and other hard emotions, and finding ways to bless rather than tear down the church. 
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When I hear about a Christian leader falling into financial or sexual sin, and other behaviors that split or otherwise destroy his or her congregation, 
I often wonder if there is more behind the story than the media reports. I do realize that people can sin or make foolish decisions without being led into it by 
cult-sent agents, but I also believe it is possible that that individual may have been targeted by the cult. This is not to say that people are not responsible for 
their own actions; I am only saying that sometimes there might be more to the picture than is evident at first glance. This is one reason among many why it is 
critical for church leaders (and all Christians) to invest in building strong relationships with their spouses, children and friends, and to work on continuously 


addressing any wounds, beliefs, habits, strongholds, and/or lack of knowledge/resources that would make themselves, their families and their congregations 
vulnerable. 
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Chapter 5: Teen Years in Other Presentations 


The Jesuit Order, as many of the highly-organized and well-funded occult societies do, programs its members to have separate sets of parts with cover 
identities in different countries. In this chapter, I relate a few memories of presentation parts in France, Amsterdam and the UK through their first-person 
perspectives. Each presenter was programmed to only have memories of her own life in her respective country, with no conscious awareness of other parts 
or memory of cult life and life in other countries. In my first book Never Give Up, I describe part of the early programming to create and control these parts 
when they are fronting and when they are inside. 


France 

Iam 15 1⁄2 years old, and I am just getting home from school with my twin sister, Annette, or Ani. My name is Jean, and I live in France ina 
house in a small town just a little over an hour’s drive from Paris. My mother is a wonderful, warm person, and I love my father and my younger 
brother, Paul. As I come into our home, I see my mother, and ask her in French, “Do you want to hear a joke I heard at school?” 

“Yes,” she answers. She is in the kitchen starting to prepare dinner. Ani and I put our books ona side table, wash our hands and help her. Our 
mother has taught us how to cut up vegetables, sauté them, and prepare meals using the herbs that she raises in a window box and in her garden. I 
tell her the joke, and she and Ani laugh. 

After dinner, I visit one of my favorite people who lives down the street from my family. She is an older woman with beautifully styled white 
hair, and is an accomplished artist in oil paints. For the past four years she has been teaching me to paint. I enter her studio, and the familiar smell 
of oil paints, linseed oil and the sight of brightly colored canvases stacked against the walls greets me. Pauline greets me with a smile but then goes 
back to her painting. “You know where the supplies are,” she reminds me. 

I grab my palette and the canvas I was working on two days ago. I am trying to capture how the sunlight looks, the soft buttery feel of it when 
it falls onthe grasses and flowers in my mother’s garden. I started the painting in plein aire but want to put the finishing touches on it here inthe stu- 
dio. Pauline and I workin companionable silence, absorbed in our work. After two hours, I get up. “I have to get home,” I tell Pauline. 

She nods and looks at the canvas I have been working on. “I like the colors you have used here and here,” she says, pointing to some of the 
flowers, “but Ithink you need cooler colors to offset the warmer brights over here, and deeper shadows to highlight the sunny warmth in the light.” 
Pauline always gives wonderful critiques. 

I tell her “Thank you! I will do that next time,” as I leave. I am grateful for her help because I want to be an artist one day. I am already thinking 
about which school has a good art department, where I will apply to when I go to University in a few years. 


Amsterdam 
It is a month later, early on a Monday morning. My name is Katrina and I am usually called Trina by family and friends. I live in an apartment 
in Amsterdam with my Uncle Leo and my Aunt Marie. Uncle Leo is my father’s first cousin who adopted me after my parents died in a car crash 
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when I was four years old. Aunt Marie is an obsessive housekeeper, constantly bleaching, disinfecting and scrubbing our apartment. They have no 
children of their own and at times I feel like a messy intrusion into their immaculate home. In stark contrast to the spotlessness of their living space, 
in their work lives my uncle and aunt are sex brokers. They buy and sell children and adults of all ages and sexes for the pleasure of the wealthy or 
for purchase by the large brothels. I know far too much about evil and exploitation for a teen but I have learned to cope with this knowledge by using 
humor and cynicism. 

Today I am going to a coffeehouse where the main brokers in the city meet to discuss business. This coffeehouse admits only the brokers on 
this day and everyone in this part of town knows not to disturb the “businessmen” who meet here every week at this spot. Uncle Leo has sent meto 
pick up a copy of the broker’s list which shows the current going rate for trafficked children of various ages and training. I will also take a copy of this 
list into the office of Uncle Leo's friend, Johan. I have been helping Johan with his accounting books on weekends for the past year. Uncle Leo wants 
me to understand all aspects of the “industry” including how to keep books correctly. These books are kept stored in secret safes behind hidden areas 
in Johan's office. All the ‘businesses’ in town, including Uncle Lou's, have ways of hiding their hardcopies of their illicit trade in offices and facilities 
that masquerade as legal businesses and more innocent activities. 

When I enter the coffeehouse, I am greeted by the familiar smell of rich, dark coffee and the sweet smell of expensive cigars and pipe tobacco. 
While most of the brokers are men, there are two women sitting with them, sipping coffee and smoking. The women are dressed as men. This is not 
unusual in this town where boundaries for all genders are flexible even back in the early 70s. After getting the list, I tuck it inside my purse, and go 
immediately to Uncle Lou's office off the canal. While the door says he is a lawyer, the other brokers know otherwise. Keeping with this facade, his 
official accounts show that his vast income is generated by legal fees charged to international clients. His clients are certainly international but there 
is nothing legal about what they do. After all, his clients are not only brothels, but wealthy people who want children for parties, children whose dis- 
appearances would never be questioned or investigated. 

I push these thoughts aside and use my key to enter Uncle Lou's office. “You're late,” he growls at me. Uncle Louis very strict, and his discipline 
can be very severe. 

“Thad a coffee before I left,” I tell him, annoyed that he expects me to account for every minute of my day. I, who have seen the worst that the 
streets can proffer, who have helped him deliver “merchandise” to brothels and purchasers, who have kept his secrets for years, must account for the 
few minutes needed to sip a cup of coffee? But I am silent. Uncle Lou is not a man to anger, as I have learned over the years. 

“T wanted to send these prices to Alex before noon,” he states curtly. Alex is another head broker. It seems as if all of south Amsterdam holds 
its breath each week, waiting for the price updates, impatient to learn how much to charge for the “shipments” coming in. 

“I will copy the list, and run it to him,” I say. While the Order has advanced communications technology, this is south Amsterdam in 1972 so 
computers and email are still unknown here. I must use other means to get this information to Uncle Leo's friend in a timely way. I make the copy 
and leave. 

“Be back by 12:30,” Uncle warns me, “I have another job for you then.” 
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I sigh. Uncle earns enough from his ‘business’ that he hires a tutor so I don’t have to go to regular school, but this means he can keep me 
running around for him or working all day. I obey, waiting for the day that I am an adult, and can order others to run around for me. As I leave Uncle 
Lou’s office, I fantasize about growling orders at him, and his rapid running to obey them. 


UK 

It is two months later, and Iam almost 16 years old. My name is Beatrice, but my friends and family call me “Trixie”. I live in a suburb of 
London. My father is a banker and my mother works for the government as a secretary. However, I know she works for a shadowy organization that 
she can’t talk about and I am positive that she is no “secretary”. Ihate my mother and secretly call her “the bitch” because since I was a small child, 
she has used me to satisfy her sadistic urges. She enjoys ‘disciplining’ me by suspending me from leather straps fastened to the ceiling of her room 
and whipping me. She always makes me hide the long dark bruises left by her bouts of ‘discipline’ with long dresses, or long sleeves and jeans. Once, 
when I wasten years old, she accidentally broke arib. I had to stay home from school with the ‘flu’ until I was able to breathe without gasping in pain. 
There was never any apology for her sadism which was highly sexualized and became more and more vicious as I grew older. My father is a weak and 
ineffective man who ignores her abuse of me, and keeps his head buried in the newspaper or his books when he is home. 

I am planning on running away as soon as I graduate from secondary school. I take great satisfaction in the fact that in spite of my high 
intelligence I am doing extremely poorly at school, because this upsets my mother. In fact, I am the black sheep of the family. My younger brother 
and sister are the “good children” who do well at school and extracurricular activities. I am the one who climbs out of my bedroom window at night 
to go clubbing with my older friends, who like me are rebellious teens. But unlike my friends, I don’t go from boyfriend to boyfriend. After watching 
my parents’ relationship, I have no desire to get tied down to a loveless dyad, or to produce children who will repeat the cycle of pain and emotional 
neglect. I want something better even though I don’t know what ‘better’ could be. 

“I'm going to just finish my “O”s and then take a secretarial course,” I tell Georgia, my best friend, talking above the loud music at the club we 
are at. 

“That will kill your mother,” Georgia says. “She’s telling everyone you are going to university.” 

“Bullshit”, I tell Georgia. “With my grades, even if she endowed three departments, I have no chance. Most of all, Idon’t want to go. Besides, I 
want to see the look on her face when I tell her my plans.” 

“T wouldn't want to take that dragon on,” Georgia says, referring to my mother. But like my mother, Iam very strong willed. 

“Oh, I plan to get away from her fire and smoke,” I say. “I put in an application to secretarial school and I’ve asked John if I could move in with 
him until I complete the course.” 

“But...you two aren'ta couple, are you?” Georgia asks, her eyes going wide. 

“Of course not! We're just friends. But I can work part-time at the market after school hours, and told him I would pay half the rent. His place 
is cheap.” 

“You're a lot braver than me,” says Georgia. “I couldn’t just move in with a guy...” 
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“Just think what my mother will say!” I respond, with a smile on my face. “She’s going to have a gorgeous year-long conniption.” 

“Won't she turn you into social services?” Georgia asks. 

“T will tell her if she does, I will have a long, intimate chat with them about our family, and her ‘child discipline’ methods,” I answer. “I doubt 
she wants that to happen.” 


My memories of Jean, Trina and Trixie demonstrate that the Jesuit Order programs different presentations to have different personalities, each with 
their own set of likes and dislikes, beliefs about life, religiousness, emotional traits and so on. The Order also designs different experiences of family life for 
each presentation, ranging from the ‘warm, happy family’ such as Jean had, to the ostensibly physically, sexually and emotionally abusive family such as 
Trixie had. Typically, the programmers are careful to ensure that across the different presenters, as a whole, there is a variety in the personalities and experi- 
ences of family life. That is, they aim at having a ‘balance’ between the presenters who are programmed to be ‘good’ and those programmed to be ‘rebellious’, 
as they also balance the family lives between those that are ‘abusive’ and ‘loving’. The parents and other family members in each presentation family are also 
carefully programmed to reinforce the presenters’ programmed personality and assigned roles in the family. For instance, if a child is programmed to have a 
presentation where her parents are alcoholics and that child is to be the ‘hero’ who takes care of her siblings as well as her parents, then her parents and sib- 
lings will be programmed to coerce, encourage, permit and/or reward this caretaking behavior, whether explicitly or subtly. 

In the Order, the cover identities for each presenter and their families are not unique to respective members. Instead, typically, 3-6 individuals share 
one cover identity. For instance, my French presenter Jean and her twin sister Annette, was played by Lizzie and me and two other females of the same 
age and physical appearance. This is possible because the genetic program enables the Order to easily produce several babies at a time who are biologically 
identical siblings. Having multiple individuals to fill in for a particular cover identity is a logistical necessity: one sibling can continue maintaining the cover 
in one country while the other siblings are in training, on a job, or presenting in a different country. 

But why have presentation programming? What is the need? One is that these identities can be used to provide a seemingly legitimate reason for the 
Order’s agent to be in a particular location in a particular country at a particular time. Who would suspect the rebellious teen who goes on to secretarial 
school and is eventually hired by a large corporation of being a Vatican agent aiming at stealing their corporate secrets for the Jesuits? Or the young French 
artist of later marrying a member of the Templar Knights in order to infiltrate this group, and learn their secrets to share them with Rome? Or that the 
bumbling, shy American girl in glasses was just flown to the U.S. after she completed a high-profile assassination in a politically sensitive country? As Trina, 
the real reason that “Uncle Leo” (also a Jesuit agent) had me working in Johan's office was that the Jesuits suspected that Johan was trying to cheat them and 
his doing so would instigate others to cheat the Order as well. Trina had no idea that other parts in her existed and were reporting to Rome; all the presenters 
had no idea that within them were highly trained parts that rotate out and complete a task beneficial to the cult, while they remain completely amnesic to 
these activities. 

In other words, the cover identities of various presentations are used to hide the individual's cult and intelligence activities. Presenters are thus often 
referred to by the programmers as the “sheep” that cover up the “wolf” within. In fact, sheep and wolf programming, with the hostility between the sheep 
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(presentations that come out outside of the cult facilities) and the wolves (cult host and overtly cult loyal parts) are installed to increase the amnesia bar- 
rier between the two groups. 

Besides the practical utility of presentations as a means for members to carry out missions, the Order engages in presentation programming because 
of how it enhances and facilitates mind control. That is, when an individual is forced to accept and partition multiple different narratives about their ‘lives’ 
as entirely different ‘persons’ in completely different ‘families’, they become more easily manipulated and controlled because their perceptions of reality 
remain fragmented. Both these reasons are also why other occult societies such as the Illuminati and Templers, and government agencies that practice mind 
control such as the CIA, also program their members to have more than one ‘non-cult’, ordinary front presentation. In order to maintain ties with the origi- 
nal European countries, Illuminati in the U.S., South America and other regions will often have European cover identities, or presentations, as well. 

When I first learned that I had lived in other countries, under different names, with a full life history for each, it was extremely disorienting and very 
frightening. I struggled with questions such as “Who am I, really? Which is the REAL me? Do I even have areal me, or am I simply a conglomeration of parts, 
created at the whim of others?” I experienced a horrendous identity crisis that lasted until I came to know the other parts better, and discovered that we were 
actually more alike than different. Their ability to love, laugh, cry, feel pain, feel anger, resonated with who I was, regardless of programmed identity: all of 
us were the ‘real me’, we all reflected an aspect of my true soul and what I like and dislike. All of them wanted to be free of being controlled by others, which 
is why they courageously shared their stories with me. All wanted the freedom to love others without being chained to a terror of disobeying Satan, or to the 
need to obey his commands. All wanted the chance to live a life that reflects who I truly am underneath all the stories that I had been programmed to believe 
about myself. All of us had to grieve the terrible abuse, emotional pain and manipulation that was required to cause the fracturing of who I am into various 
identities. All felt the rage that this was how I/we were treated for an entire lifetime, and all wanted the abuse to stop, and to be free to stop abusing others. 
This was the “real me” and why they chose to share their stories with me, and thus I was able to write this book. 
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Chapter 6: Hidden Illuminati Child 


I am 16 years old and Anagram (Ana), my Illuminati cult presenter, is fronting in Germany. I am at one of the Illuminati’s private medical 
facilities. The doctors here have just confirmed that I am pregnant, and ascertained that the fetus is male. My Illuminati mother is with me. She 
immediately makes a call to the head of the German family because the child has been fathered by David Rothschild, and may prove a useful tie 
with the Rothschilds in the future. I pay close attention to the call because I need to know the fate of this child. Would the German father decide 
that another Battenberg-Rothschild bastard son would not be useful at this point, and so order an abortion? Even worse, would this child be sold at 
birth into the violent, perverse underworld of sex trafficking and human experimentation? Would I be ordered to foster the child out? Or, maybe, just 
maybe- I might be allowed to keep my son and raise him myself. Waves of love flood me for my little unborn son, and how I wish that I could be the 
one to dictate his fate. 

The discussion between my mother, who is one of my main Illuminati programmers and the German father continues. Another voice enters 
the call, and I hear Timothy Brogan, another one of my main programmers join the conversation. He strongly advises that we retain this child be- 
cause my maternal instincts could then be harnessed for loyalty to the cult and my programming. 

As Ana, I know full well that itis extremely common for teenage girls in the Illuminati to be allowed or encouraged to bear a child whois then 
fostered out or ‘hidden’ in other Illuminati households. This child is essentially a hostage, i.e., the young mothers are told that if their programming 
fails or they disobey orders from the cult, then they would never be allowed to see their child again, or the child will be killed. Typically, although the 
Illuminati cult presenters remember the child and look forward to the times they are allowed to be together, the non-cult, ordinary day presenters 
have no memory of the hidden child because they are told that the child would be painfully killed if they ever remember him or her, or the cult. In 
this way, the hidden son or daughter helps ensure the amnesia of the non-cult presenters and the obedience of the cult presenters, as an Illuminati 
child matures into adolescence. Iam only surprised that at 16, I have not already been made to have a hidden child. 

For a moment I allow myself to hope that my non-cult presenters might be allowed to have the story of being a teenaged mother and so I might 
actually get to raise the child myself. My heart sinks bitterly, however, as the conversation develops into a detailed discussion of the advantages of 
fostering my son with the Rothschilds. 

“Tt will cause them to trust Ana more,” notes Brogan. 

“This is critical as they are already showing interest in her skills as an oracle,” my mother puts in. 

I tune them out as they continue the discussion, wrapping my arms around my belly. Although I do not have the power to keep him, at least, I 
have the power to love him as longas heis still with me. 

The next time I am in France, I tell David, “I’m pregnant,” as I have been told to do by the German family. 

“Well, don’t let it come near me until it’s old enough to carry on a decent conversation,” he replies casually. 

I think to myself, “Typical David, he doesn’t have a paternal bone in his body.” 
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It is time for the birth, and I am attended by my twin sister, as expected, and by the people I am closest to in my family: my mother, sister, 
and my beloved friend, Barbara, who is also a high-ranking trainer. As I deliver my son, I feel a deep surge of sorrow inside. As Ana, I have absolutely 
no idea that this birth has triggered the deep anguish that my Jesuit cult presenter, Luce, experienced when she had to sacrifice her firstborn years 
before in Rome. Instead, I believe that it is because Iam remembering sacrificing my firstborn son in Germany when I was 13, a required ritual for 
all Illuminati teenagers. My sadness is dispelled, however, when I catch my first glimpse of my red-faced, crying, very healthy young son. His name 
is David, in honor of his father. I tenderly pick him up, hold him to my breast, and nurse him, ecstatic at becoming a mother. My attendants all con- 
gratulate me, and I fall asleep soon afterwards, my infant son next to mein a small bassinet. 

That evening, they move baby David and I to asmall stone cottage on the property of the Rothschild main summer residence, with a servant 
to take care us. Over the next few weeks, I am allowed plenty of time with baby David. I nurse him, burp him, change him, and coo over him. I am 
completely in love. He has started growing fine wisps of light brown hair, and his eyes are still an infant blue. I am convinced that when I smile at 
him, he smiles back at times, although he is still so young. My mother, sister, Barbara and other close friends in the Illuminati visit frequently. I never 
tire of showing David off tothem, or of talking about him to them. They smile patiently, and agree with me that he is indeed marvelous. 

During one visit, however, my mother states firmly, “It’s time to take him to his foster home.” She had warned me about this event coming 
several days before, but I had refused to think about it. 

I begin crying. “I don’t want to give him up!” I yell. My loud voice startles baby David and seeming almost in sympathy, he begins crying loudly. 
“See, he wants to stay with me!” I begin crying, and both David and I have tears streaming down our faces. 

“You know you have to do this,” my mother and sister remind me. “You will be able to visit David from time to time, and he will always know 
that you are his real mother and how much you love him.” 

Their words don't help. I love my baby, and cannot bear to give him up. 

“T can't,” I say, trembling. “I’m not able to give him up.” 

“Tf you don’t, you know I can’t let you keep him, if he makes you weak. I will kill him myself to make sure that doesn’t happen,” my mother 
hisses at me. At this moment, I hate her with a blinding rage. I hate this woman who throughout my life has never tolerated weakness in any form, 
who has pushed me since earliest childhood with her own blind ambition. 

I cannot keep David, but I can make my feelings known. 

“Thate you, I hate you, bitch!” I tell my mother. “I will never forgive you for this!” 

“Hate me if you must, but know that I am doing my best to protect you and my grandson, even though you can’t realize it now,” my mother 
says. She reaches out for my son, and I clutch him to my breast. 

“Mother, please, don’t do this,” I sob, as anguished tears flow down my face. Little David is crying in tandem with me, his fists curled and his 
screams filling the room. 
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“Ana, you must, and you know it!” my mother replies. She sends Lizzie to goandasktwo menin the next room to come in and help her take my 
son away. The men literally hold me and pry my arms open, and take my son, who is still screaming, away. I lie down on the bed, and feel as if lam 
dying. I cannot describe the loss and bereavement I feel. 

I pull myself to my feet and scream, “Kill me, mother!” I cannot even see her for the red haze of rage and grief, “Kill me, finish off what you have 
started today!” 

“Ana, stop it!” she screams back. “You will see David in a year, once he is settled in his new home. Don’t you want him to live? To have a good 
life?” 

“I could have given him a good life!” I yell in anguish. 

“You are only a teen, without money of your own. How could you possibly support him? And yourself? For you would both become outcasts if 
you failed to give him up. Is that the life you want for your son?” 

I lie on the bed, and cry for hours, until exhausted, I fall asleep. I have told my mother to leave and not come near me again. Lizzie and Barbara 
hold me and comfort me. Later in the day, Brogan comes and sits next to me on the bed. 

“T hear that giving up wee David was hard on you,” he says, in his brogue that seems like a mix of northern UK and Scottish. “I know your heart 
is breaking,” he continues. 

“You have no idea!” I sob, “I will never recover from this!” 

“Aye, I know it feels that way now,” Brogan says. “But one day, you will see your son as a fine young man in a successful career, and feel proud 
of what you did for him today.” 

“T will never be proud of this!” I insist. “I hate youand everyone else for making me do this!” 

“You are going through the pangs of motherhood and loss, what all girls your age must go through,” Brogan tells me. “All survive this pain, and 
it really is for a purpose: to remind you that the daytime presentations must never remember us. To remind you to always obey. For your young son 
is your covenant to do so, and his life depends on you. I know the price is dear, and has cost you more than you feel you can bear. But for the sake of all 
the others you love, you must do so. For you also hold their lives in your hands — and your heart -and they also have done the same for you, includ- 
ing your mother, your sister, and your friend.” He turns and looks at Barbara, who is four years older than me, who nods sadly at me. 

“Thad to send my son away toa foster family too,” she whispers. “I know how really hard this is on you.” I see tears in her eyes, and realize that 
my closest friend in the Illuminati does understand. 

“How did you survive?” I ask. 

“One second at atime at first,” she says, coming over to me and taking my hand. “It helps that I can see him whenever I am in Germany. They 
let me play with him, and he calls me ‘Mama’ and it means the world to me to know that he is doing well.” 

“Oh, Barbara,” I say, and fall into her arms, weeping. The others leave, and the two of us cry together for a period of time, and then she holds 
and kisses me. 

“I wish I could live a different life,” I whisper to her. 
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“S-s-h-h!” she cautions me, whispering into my ear. “They can listen to us, you know. Don’t say anything you don’t want reported back.” 
“At this point, I don’t care,” I tell her. 
“But one day, you will,” she reminds me. “And your son will, too.” So wordlessly, she holds me and comforts me throughout the night. 


It is a year later, and I am seventeen. Today, as an Illuminati programmer, Iam working with Barbara to reinforce the bonds between Beltsar, 
an eight-year-old boy, and Desiree, a six-year-old girl. They are already very close friends in both their ordinary non-cult presenter lives, and in their 
Illuminati side of life. Itis extremely important that these two children be deeply bonded, because Desiree will eventually carry Beltsar’s hidden child 
when they are teenagers; as male adolescents cannot carry and bear children, their hidden child is typically achild that they father with apeer whom 
they have been in love with since early childhood. The Illuminati programmers work to ensure that every male child has a female best friend that 
they fall deeply in love with, and are trauma-bonded to. The pairing is usually based on observing which children are naturally drawn to each other 
in their toddler years or early childhood years, and they are careful to ensure that both children believe that their relationship is developing organi- 
cally without influence by the adults. 

Today, Desiree will be placed in a situation of extreme danger, and Beltsar will be allowed to rescue her, not only to create a trauma-bond 
between the two, but also to foster Beltsar’s protectiveness towards her. Barbara and I are monitoring Beltsar and Desiree through hidden cameras 
as they are walking down a path in the woods owned by the German Illuminati. We use these woods for outdoor programming scenarios, so the 
grounds and flora are riddled with all kinds of equipment and structures used to create specific programming experiences. When Desiree is over the 
correct spot, I push a button, and the ground under Desiree’s feet gives way. By all appearances, she has fallen through some rotten boards into a deep, 
dark well beneath. As the boards had been covered by a thin layer of dirt, grass and weeds, neither of them had noticed it. Desiree falls far enough to 
be terrified and to be unable to get out, but not far enough to be badly hurt. As she falls into the old well, she screams. 

“Desiree, are you okay?” Young Beltsar peers over the edge of the well, terrified. 

“Pm not hurt, but I can’t get out!” she yells back up. “And there’s something down below...a snake! Oh, there’s a snake down below!” she 
screams. 

The hole is large and shallow enough at that time of the day for there to be enough light at the bottom to identify the snake. As Desiree is the 
Illuminati cult presenter who has been taught about poisonous animals, she has no problem identifying that it is a type of pit viper down there with 
her. She is now more than terrified, as she does not know that before the programmers planted it down in the hole, it already has had its poison sacs 
removed. 

“It’s a viper! Beltsar, help! You have to help me!” Desiree is crying, in full panic. “I don’t want it to get me!” Hidden speakers play back the sound 
of snake rattles loudly, galvanizing Beltsar to immediate action. Both children are young enough and too panicked to notice that it is impossible for 
a snake to shake its rattles that loudly. 

Beltsar runs and grabs a large fallen branch from the ground near the trees. The programmers have conveniently left precisely the right kind 
of branch for his use. 
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“Desiree, grab this!” he says. “Climb up!” aanne sia ici 

Beltsar puts the stick down the well. Heh Bee, nena ~ trabs her hands, pulling her up the last few feet. 
Desiree lays on the ground, crying, while Belts: SHARE EDIT DELETE is able to talk. “Thank you, thank you, Beltsar,” 
she says, crying into his shirt. “I’ve never hada 

“I couldn't let you die,” he answers, and the two children sit together for a long time, until they finally stand up and start home. Barbara and 
I are quiet as we watch them together; while neither of us mention it, in our secret hearts, we wish that we could just leave them alone to be best 
friends, and that we did not have to manipulate their relationship. 


The chapter describes how the Illuminati manipulate a person’s maternal and paternal instincts to buttress programming and cult loyalty. Like in 
the Jesuits and other occult societies, children are valued in the Illuminati not so much as family members to cherish but as assets to deploy. For instance, a 
socially astute, intelligent and diligent child might one day raise the family’s status by rising in the ranks, and a beautiful child might gain the parent favor 
if a higher-ranking member shows pedophilic interest in that child. The first child of an Illuminati female is also sacrificed as a proof of loyalty and mark of 
adulthood. Rarely, at other times, biological children may be sacrificed in rituals to gain spiritual power and social standing. 

My memories as Ana show one more use of children in the Illuminati: to hold the adolescent parents’ amnesia, mind control and loyalty, before they 
are old enough to marry and have children as respectable adult citizens. Being forced to give away a child is no less painful than being forced to kill it. When 
I first remembered baby David, I was emotionally overwhelmed and cried for several days as I recalled his birth, and the wrenching feelings of having to let 
him go to be fostered by another family after being allowed to spend weeks with him. He was fostered by a well-to-do family in France that were a minor 
branch of the Rothschilds. Over the years, whenever I was in France, I was allowed time to spend with him. Today, this son is a politician in Europe. 

Male children in the Illuminati also need a love bond to keep the cult host and presenters hostage and to maintain full amnesia for the non-cult 
presenters. As described in this chapter, this is accomplished by allowing the boys when young to have a special childhood friend that they become close to, 
and feel very protective of. During childhood, the boy is allowed to rescue their female friend from life-threatening danger such as the scene described above, 
or from being sold or trafficked by the female’s family; or whatever setup the programmers believe will be most effective based on the children’s personalities. 
Once the boy becomes a teen, this close childhood friend becomes his lover, and the bond is strengthened even further into aromantic bond. The teenage boy 
is then made to understand that the life of the young woman he loves depends upon his non-cult presentation maintaining their amnesia to cult activities, 
and his continued obedience to the cult. Over the years, the boy and later man is allowed romantic interludes with this childhood friend to maintain the 
bond — and ensure the amnesia and cult loyalty. Often, the programmers will put the boy or man through virtual reality scenarios or staged scenarios of his 
lover’s extensive torture and death to inculcate a very concrete terror of disobeying the cult or breaking his amnesia programming. 

The hidden children are one reason among many why it can be very difficult for survivors to question their amnesia, resolve programming, or resist 
returning to the cult. It is tremendously painful to lose access to this child (or children, if the person has been given more than one hidden child), and 
seemingly unbearable to refuse to return the cult if the children are threatened with torture or death by the cult. Often, if an adult is trying to leave the cult, 
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this hidden child is sent to him or her to beg him or her to return and/or stop questioning his or her programming. Sometimes, this child will show his mother 
or father marks on their bodies and/or look starved, in order to ‘prove’ to their parent that the cult is hurting the child because of the parents’ resisting the 
cult. The presenters willtypically, especially early on the healing journey, have no conscious memory of having seen their child. Nonetheless, the child’s pleas 
will usually trigger anti-healing symptoms such as increased panic about healing, denial, difficulty engaging in therapy, migraines, turning up for a ritual 
night, and soon. It has caused me many, many tears and heartbreak to continue resisting the internal urges or external pleas/orders to return to the cult. 
What helps me to stand is praying for strength from God, and reminding myself and other parts in my system that what my children need the most from me 
is not for me to return to the cult, but to show them that it is possible for people to get out. 
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Chapter 7: Rothschild Procurateur 


I am 16 years old, and I am in my Illuminati presenter, Anagram. I am sitting at atable in a beautifully appointed banqueting room that has 
rich, velvet draperies, round tables with pure white silken tablecloths, genuine silverware, and glasses made from the finest Waterford crystal. The 
place is lit by crystal chandeliers and filled with the murmur of conversation in numerous languages from those who are dining. Across from me sits 
David Rothschild. I have known him since early childhood, since part of my training was in the French house, where I was sexually abused by him 
and his siblings like a toy and plaything as their right and due. I am only Battenberg’s bastard child to them. I was allowed to be tutored by a French 
nanny in manners only because Philip Battenberg asked for this favor. Even now, my skin crawls as I sit with David, but I cover my distaste com- 
pletely. While Iam too old to sexually amuse David, he likes my quick wit and intelligence, and so he has remained friends with me over the years. 

The food is superb, but it tastes like ashes in my mouth. David has bought me a custom-made Dior gown for the evening as he usually does for 
those he takes out on the town. He has a need to control exactly what I wear when we are out in public together with his other friends. He wants to 
show me off like a doll. I play the part well, with sophisticated makeup, and glittering jewels around my neck and on my fingers. As expected, I am 
smiling with a hint of seductiveness at all around the table, creating envy which David basks in. 

After dinner and a light sorbet to finish off the meal, the reason we are here in this place begins. The diners turn their attention to the circular 
platform in the middle of the room. A soft light from above clearly illuminates a young teenage girl brought to the platform and chained to a pillar 
that runs down its middle from floor to ceiling. This is the great auction house on a private estate outside of Paris, and David is here to make some 
bids. He is not going to bid this early in the evening, so he and I make small jokes back and forth while one after another, teens of both sexes are 
brought out and sold to their fates at the hands of the wealthy private individuals or exclusive brothels that can afford the prices here. 

As the evening goes on, the children chained tothe pillar get younger and younger. It is two a.m. now. Deep inside, I hate what Iam doing but 
I must play my role perfectly. I see that David's interest is piqued by a pair of cute twin boys who are three years old. He looks at me, and asks, “What 
do you think, Ana?” 

David trusts my opinion since he believes I have a “discerning eye” for those that he would enjoy the most. His look makes me want to crawl 
away, but I have ajob to do. “No,” I tell him in French. “Wait. They will bring better out later.” And they do. There are children trained to do special 
things, things that he enjoys. There is one little girl that is two years old, and already can perform one of his favorite acts. 

As he looks my way, I nod, and then he tells his procurator, “Buy it.” Not “her”, but “it”, for this is the view that David and other members of 
this wealthy family have of expendable young children. I feel a deep sadness, for I know that later, David will want me to spend time with him and 
the child, that he will humiliate me by ripping off the designer dress that costs thousands, ask me to do unthinkable things, and then he will abuse 
and kill this young child. I think about how my mother has told me and my twin sister over and over again since our earlier years about how lucky 
we were that we were fathered by a high-ranking, well-respected Illuminati man who considered us useful rather than expendable. But, I do not 
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consider myself one bit lucky to have been born into this system of evil, and the older I get, the more I despise myself for being part of perpetuating 
it. At the same time, I also feel completely trapped, because disobedience means pain, humiliation and the threat of my family being hurt. 


Scenes such as the above are one among several in my life that illustrate why many years ago, the Jesuits chose to program female agents. While a 
male agent could have played the same role that Ana did, they wanted individuals of both sexes to meet the variety of emotional and other preferences that 
those raised within wealthy families might have. Some men prefer a woman's advice, while others prefer a man’s, and the Jesuits have agents to fit either 
preference. It was also useful to have female agents on missions against individuals or cultures that were misogynistic because they tended to underestimate 
or dismiss females. 

Ana, as the Illuminati cult presenter, only had memories of her Illuminati cult life and her lives as Illuminati non-cult presenters or cover identities 
in France, Germany, the UK and the USA. She did not know that her ‘memories’ of being a bastard child of a Battenberg leader was a script that she was pro- 
grammed with by the Jesuits. She was completely amnesic to Rome and the fathers there, and did not know that other parts were reporting her observations 
and knowledge about the Illuminati back to the Jesuit fathers in Rome. She had no idea that Luke (Luce), the Jesuit cult presenter, was watching everything 
through her eyes. Nonetheless, deep inside, both Ana and Luke were equally sickened by their role in the trafficking of children, but yet felt powerless to 
change their lives. During this time in my life, I was the Order’s programmed and mind-controlled slave. They had carefully trained and prepared me to 
carry out such jobs, and taught me over many years that the reward for obedience was ‘love’ and ‘acceptance’. To have said “No” would have incurred 
wrath, emotional abandonment, torture and even death, not only for myself, but those I loved within the Order, including brothers and sisters. I had already 
experienced this type of deep, horrendous emotional pain once at age 14, and at age 16 -still a child in many cultures — I was unable to face a possible rep- 
etition of this pain. 

When I first recovered this memory of the auction house and time spent with David, I did what I referred to as “toilet therapy” - heaving over a toilet 
from the emotional pain and anguish - for several days. I had trouble putting together the types of scenarios that I engaged in with these individuals, with 
the ‘normal’ and ‘Christian’ life I had formerly believed I had lived. The utter carelessness for pain, suffering and human life, the terrible auctioning of 
children, grieved me beyond my ability to emotionally cope with. For the past several years, I have volunteered with anti-trafficking agencies, because I can 
never forget the looks in the eyes of the children being auctioned, the fear, bewilderment, and the despair generated by the knowledge of what might happen 
as they were auctioned to men and women around the glittering room. Because I myself was trafficked as avery young child at wealthy parties (as described 
in the first book in this series, Never Give Up), I also knew all too well the painful fate that awaited the ‘disposable’ children. Even writing this chapter, deep 
grief wells up within me, knowing that even today, children are being auctioned in places such as this, secret auctions on private estates and clubs that the 
public will never know about. My hope is that by exposing even part of this terrible industry in this chapter, more people will be motivated to say “This must 
be stopped!” and then take action to do something to fight the trafficking of young children. 
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Chapter 8: Satan’s Generals 


Iam 17 years old, and I am participating in a very special ceremony. Tonight, I and two other Jesuit fathers will join the ranks of the generals 
of the Jesuit army. On the occultic, non-public side of the Order, there are 12 generals under the direct the leadership of the occultic Superior 
General. This hidden Superior General is a different individual from the one who takes the office publicly; the Jesuit Order maintains two faces — a 
public, Catholic one for the world at large, and a secret occultic one that is openly Satanic. The Order teaches that Satan has 12 mighty generals who 
surround his throne. Each of these are large, muscular and intimidating spiritual beings. The 12 generals of the Order are a reflection of the 12 gen- 
erals of hell, reflecting the dark spiritual hierarchy here in the natural realms. 

We are all gathered in the room where Satan’s throne is. This is a room at a secret level of the Vatican that is protected by numerous security 
measures and technology. Within it sits a large golden throne with a golden altar. Allegedly, this room was constructed hundreds of years ago, at 
great cost, by a master architect and his masons. The workers were required to stay at the Vatican the entire time. They were fed and treated well, but 
were not allowed to interact with anyone outside of the Vatican during the construction of this room. When it was completed, with beautiful floors 
of expensive stone, ornate pillars gilded with gold, and the golden throne was installed, the architect and his workers were then all killed in a huge 
ritual. This was in order to ensure absolute secrecy. The families were all told that there was an unfortunate “cave in” and that all the workers had 
died. These families were given substantial sums of money to recompense their loss, but there naturally was deep suspicion regarding this story by 
many family members. Whether this account is true or not, the room is real, and no one outside of the Order and certain members of other occultic 
groups even know it exists. 

A huge sacrifice is being done on the golden altar as the other fathers and I chant in worship, while we ask Satan to allow us entrance into 
hell. After a time, a dark opening in the room appears. It gets wider, and there are steps that descend down. Conner looks a little nervous, Vitali is 
sweating, and I feel a chill down my spine. There is a dark silence, oppression, and odd smell associated with these steps down into the dark. Taking a 
deep breath for courage, the other two young fathers and I slowly descend the stairs, going deeper and deeper into the earth. We are descending into 
hell, where Satan and his 12 generals rule. 

The room we descend into is huge. It looks as if it were carved from the earth itself, with rock pillars and grottoes everywhere. There are 
flickering lights and by this low illumination I see a huge throne of smooth gleaming black stone. On it sits Satan. He is in his hideous form here, a 
huge, towering, black hulking figure. Around him are 12 enormous spiritual beings in a semi-circle. Each being is clad in armor, and holds a sword 
made of shining, black metal in his hand. I am trembling, as we three young generals-to-be come towards the throne which towers above us. Each of 
us kneels on one knee, then we prostrate ourselves on the hard rock floor, waiting. There is utter silence for a minute. 

Then, a deep voice asks, “What is your wish?” 

“To serve in your army and to lead well,” we each say in unison, as we have been told to reply. “To conquer the earth for you, and to vanquish 
your foes.” 
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Satan then calls Conner forward. Conner is his childhood name; now he is Father Peter, and so Satan addresses him as Peter. “Upon this rock 
I will build my church,” he growls at Conner. I wonder at Satan’s use of the scripture that speaks so negatively of him, but I am also spellbound as I 
watch the encounter. 


“Kneel before me,” Satan tells Conner. He does. Satan places his hand on Conner’s head, and then whispers a name into his ear. He is telling 
Conner his general’s name. This is a secret now, but will be announced later in another public ceremony once we go back above. 

Vitali is called forward, and the process of receiving his name is repeated. Finally, Satan calls me forward. I kneel on one knee before him, and 
he pauses. “You and I had a difficult time not long ago,” he tells me softly, “which makes this all the sweeter to me now.” He leans over and whispers 
into my ear, “Your name is Basrat, and you will rise in rank with the others and do great things for me.” 

I rise. We all raise our swords, the beautiful swords with jeweled handles that were hanging in sheaths from a girth around our waists, and 
salute Satan, our supreme general, rapping our hands over our hearts in the Roman loyalty salute. The generals of hell look down upon us human 
beings with scrutinizing looks, as if measuring our worth to take on this great honor. Satan nods, giving us permission to leave, and the three of 
us salute again, then turn and slowly walk up the stone stairs that lead back to the secret room in the Vatican, the room with the golden throne in it. 

We believe that we have been to hell and back. The terror we felt throughout the experience is indescribable and our relief at being allowed 
to return above is equally intense. When we return, the fathers are delighted. They are also thankful as visits to hell, even when supposedly to be 
honored, can sometimes go awry. Another sacrifice is done, and then we all go into a room next door laid with a magnificent banquet, with golden 
cups, plates, and silverware. Candles in golden holders flicker softly. 

“To the new generals!” Father Mattheo says, holding his goblet up high. He had become the Superior General on the occultic side of the Order 
two years prior, and is pleased that we have become generals. He had lost one general in a very dangerous mission several weeks ago, and two of his 
current generals are getting older. They are ready to retire and become consultants, or Senators as they are called in the Order. We three will enter at 
the lowest rank: 12" general, 11‘ general, and 10t} general to fill these places. I (Father Luke) am 11" general, Conner (Father Peter) is 10, and Vitali 
(Father Thomas) is 12". After the dinner honoring us, one by one we go into Mattheo’s office, and privately tell him our general names. From now on, 
when we meet with the other generals, we will be addressed by this name. 


The twelve generals in the Jesuit Order are in charge of strategy and planning operations on the national, regional and global scales, coordinating 
the efforts of the many Jesuit agents around the world. They are expected to anticipate or at least respond quickly to any national crisis or other events 
that could threaten the interests of the Order, and to create, implement, assess and monitor short-term and long-term plans in all regions. The younger, 
less experienced generals are often given smaller, or less vital, areas of the world to plan operations for, with close mentoring from the older generals and 
senators. Always, always, their agenda is to establish and strengthen Satan’s control over the earth, through any means possible. This can include bribery, 
assassinations, blackmail, and other means to ensure that the country under a general’s control will assist the Order — and Satan — in his plans for that 
country, and to help pave the way for the coming of the man one day that they call variously “The Light of the World,” “The Hope of the World” or “The 
Anointed One.” Because of its strategic and spiritual importance, Jerusalem and the land of Israel are always under the leadership of the first general. 
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As the generals become older, and retire from this role, they will step into the less demanding role of a Senator. The Senator role is given to members 
of the Order with wisdom and experience gained from years of helping to strategize world operations as a general, or other key leadership positions in other 
critical areas such as mage craft, programming, political analysis and so on. Senators are often rewarded for their lifetime of service to the Order witha 
beautiful villa in Italy. The younger fathers and mentees love to visit these villas, and enjoy having a cup of tea or coffee with a beloved older mentor in this 
luxurious setting. The Order rewards those who stay loyal well — at least financially. This is one thing that made my complete poverty when leaving the Order 
difficult at first, but I learned to adjust to this lifestyle, realizing that the price of a villa —- staying loyal to a cruel master that enjoyed hurting human beings 
- was far too great to pay. 

While I was in the Order, I believed that Satan and the other dark spiritual beings were in charge of hell, and could open up a passageway into hell for 
human beings to visit. I now believe that this was another deception, one where Satan labelled an underground location ‘hell’ and filled it with unspeakable 
horror and oppression whenever human beings visited. I also no longer believe the unbiblical position that Satan is in charge of hell. While I believe that this 
memory reflects a genuine physical encounter with Satan and his supposed ‘hell’, I also believe that many of my memories of hell and similar locations were 
actually setups in the programming studios accomplished through elaborate props, virtual reality and other technologies. As described in my first book Never 
Give Up, the programmers put children through such staged versions of spiritual experiences early in their life in order to indoctrinate and prepare the chil- 
dren to experience the ‘real’ events later in life. 
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Chapter 9: Joining the 33 


I am 17 years old, a few months after becoming a general. I am extremely busy. Not only am I working hard at my new duties as a general, 
but Iam continuing to work as a trainer and scientist, and spend time maintaining my cover identities in various countries. One day, there is aknock 
at my office door. I stifle a sigh. Despite having my own private space for work, itis a rare hour that passes without some kind of interruption. 

“Come in,” I say. 

A young man in his late 20s, Father Theophilus, or Phil as I call him, enters the room. 

“Hey, Luce,” he says in greeting. He is in his father’s robes today, as many are when they are not in lab clothes, or military dress, or in civilian 
clothes in order to go out and about in the city. The black robes are very comfortable and the fathers have the pick of high-quality fabrics when or- 
dering their robes. Philis an extremely handsome man and a real charmer. He grins at me and I grin back. 

“Ihave something to tell you,” he says, his tone turning serious. “I want you to join the 33”. 

I look at him, unsurprised. Others had told me that I would probably be tapped soon tojoin them. The Vatican 33 is the Jesuit Order’s assassin 
corp. While all agents in the group are highly trained since childhood to be skilled assassins, the 33 are the best among these. Much of their work 
is extremely dangerous and often takes place in sensitive or volatile areas of the world or with targets that already have their own sophisticated 
security measures, and so require close coordination with our intelligence specialists. The challenging nature of these missions means that the 33 
are themselves premier intelligence agents themselves, gathering and working from their own intelligence as well as that supplied by other units in 
the Order. 

“James's departure has left a gap and we need you,” he tells me. 

I feel atwinge of sorrow. While very, very good, the members of the 33 are also human, and Father James died in an interrogation cell a week 
ago. He died undetectably in a heavily guarded cell using only his theta skills to stop his heart from beating, rather than betray Rome and her secrets. 
His was ahero’s death so the entire facility and school had honored him in a short ceremony. His name was also engraved on a special stone wall that 
lists those who gave their life in service. 

I feel sad, but also honored by Phil’s request. “I accept my place in the 33,” I tell my new captain. 

We meet at regular intervals throughout the year. Due to the high number of assignments we take on as well as how each member of the 33 
also has other roles in the Order, with the exception of the key meeting that happens once a quarter, it is rare for all of us to be present at a meeting. 
A week after Phil’s request, I join nine others at a meeting. We are all laughing, making ribald jokes and teasing one another. Our work is hard and 
dangerous, and dark and dirty humor is one way that we cope with the stress. Phil walks into the room. We rise, salute him and settle down. After 
greeting us, Phil gets down to business. 

“T need ateam to go into Africa,” he says, “and gather information about the political environment in one of its cities.” There probably would 
not be anything too difficult about this considering the network of well-rewarded contacts we already had on the ground. But then he adds, “We need 
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the leadership in this city to change, so over the next year, we will have to take care of a couple of people there who don’t like change. And it has to 
look like poorly planned incidents by a local group who just got lucky that their assassination attempts actually succeeded.” Okay, thisisa bit harder. 
He continues, “Paul, Peter (Conner) and Luke will be going in.” 

Phil has just given Conner and I our first assignment as part of the 33. He then spends the next hour giving us plenty of background, answering 
our questions and sharing the intel that had already been collected by our intelligence specialists and the members of the 33 who had been on the 
ground in this country and specific city the previous year. The plan is for us to leave in a week for the first phase of the assignment which will take 
about three weeks to complete. 

We end the meeting with a loud shout of “For Rome!” For whatever we do, whatever our role, in the end, it is all for Rome, and we are its 
soldiers. 

After the meeting is over, I go to my private office and call up the scheduling program. I state the mission's code that Phil had given us orally 
during the meeting. The program updates my schedule to accommodate the mission, automatically rearranging my other duties according to my 
saved preferences. I go over the changes, make a few adjustments manually then have the program notify my colleagues about my schedule changes. 
The program also modifies the schedules of my colleagues where they have to take over my duties in my absence. My sister Lizzie, for instance, will 
take over some of my responsibilities in the programming labs, since she is a talented programmer herself. I also arrange a quick meeting with Mat- 
tie, the head trainer, to discuss how the training of three particular students should be continued until I come back from Africa. 


The Vatican 33 are one of the ‘black ops’ units of the Jesuit Order. They follow on the long tradition of Vatican spies where Jesuit fathers employed as 
tutors and counselors to the royal families, universities and merchant guilds fed information to Rome which informed its policy and decisions. The 33 are 
skilled in the myriad ways of killing, including with quiet close-contact means such as the garrote and knives, with weapons that work at further distance 
such as rifles, arrows and drones, with acute and delayed-action poisons, and by arranging for deadly accidents onthe road, at home and soon. They are also 
trained to gather and analyze intelligence, operate all kinds of vehicles, speak numerous languages, use disguises and pose utterly convincingly as practically 
anyone — a prostitute, farmer, soldier, university professor, political dissident, eager intern, artist, chemist, hairdresser, etc. — as necessary for the mission. 
As mentioned earlier, all Jesuit children receive this training; the 33 are chosen from the agents who have reached extremely high levels of competence in all 
these areas. 

Agents of the 33 may at times be hired by outside organizations, by those who pay enough to do so — who want a job accomplished without a trace 
left behind. Of course, the last area of activity was always mediated through several layers of parties, and those contracting ajob never knew who was really 
doing that job for them. They only knew who they thought was doing it. 

The 33 pride themselves in normally being “invisible” and unknown in the countries they operate within, when completing sensitive missions. All 
missions are designed to be completely undetectable, and are the result of close teamwork with other units within the Vatican and its facilities around the 
world, such as data analysis and technical units who contain brilliant scientists. The Jesuit university that creates bright scholars in a far-flung location 
may well also have secret underground rooms that house technologies that are 50 to 70 years ahead of those publicly available, to feed the constant need 
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for information that is accurate, timely and useful. Teamwork is the norm within the Order, with those who lead listening carefully to the information and 


advice provided by all others. The 33 know that any success they enjoy is based upon the teams that support them and provide the information that can make 
the difference between success, or disaster, including death. 
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Chapter 10: Satan’s Child 


Iam 18 years old, and I am four and a half months pregnant with Satan’s child. Since this pregnancy started, I have been treated like royalty. 
Others in the Order bow when they see me. My health is carefully monitored. I am given delicacies to eat and am allowed a lighter workload. 

The other fathers frequently ask me, “How are you and the baby doing?” 

Most days, I don’t know how to answer. As the child within me develops and grows, the overwhelming darkness and despair grows exponen- 
tially. I feel as though I am dying. But I smile and say “Fine,” while privately wondering how long I have to live. This pregnancy is sucking the life out 
of me. It feels as if this tiny child is trying to eat my spirit alive, from the inside out. Since I was tiny, I was told by the oracles and the trainers that I 
would be carrying Satan's child. And now Iam. I realize that they failed to tell me the horrendous cost of the “great honor”. Daily, I am crushed by a 
deep, dark and unspeakable oppression. 

As each day passes, I grow paler and paler, and thinner and thinner. My body is reflecting the complete despair and deadly spiritual oppression 
I am under. Mattheo, Jerome, Carlotti, Danny, Lizzie, John and Mattie spend extra time with me, trying to get me to eat. They remind me that they 
love me. They remind me that this has been what I was genetically engineered and conceived for. They remind me that this is my ultimate purpose 
and destiny. Nonetheless, I continue fading. As strong-willed as I am, as healthy as my body was at the beginning of the pregnancy, my spirit and 
body are failing under the weight of this occultic pregnancy. 

It is three weeks later in the middle of the night. Mattheo is sleeping nearby. I am suddenly stabbed by blindingly sharp cramps in my lower 
body. The agony takes my breath away for several terrifying moments. I wonder if my bowels are being torn open by the fetus, but I look down and 
my abdomen is intact. However, blood is flowing from between my legs. Another deep spasm, like a knife in my belly, rocks my body. My body can no 
longer carry this fetus and is violently aborting it. I feel both complete despair and vast relief. I cannot imagine anything I have ever wanted more 
in my life than to get rid of this creature. But if I fail to carry it, I have utterly failed the great hope that all the fathers I love and Satan himself have 
placed in me. I will lose their love, and I feel despair at the thought even in the midst of this pain. 

The contractions continue, and I weep. I am bleeding to death between my legs, and I don’t care. I want to die. Mattheo hears my weeping and 
soft groans. He is immediately up, turns on a light and sees the blood seeping onto the sheets. He rings a buzzer located in the room, and someone an- 
swers. “Senda healing team here!” he shouts. “Now!” 

Amidst the waves of pain, I feel something like a huge clot but firmer pass between my legs. Mattheo, Jerome, Danny and Carlotti are there, and 
I see tears in their eyes. But I know they are not weeping for me. They are weeping at the loss of this creature that has been killing me. I go uncon- 
scious from loss of blood and despair. 

I wake up, I am not sure how much later. I have been given a blood transfusion as well as fluids and nutrients; I can feel the difference. The 
room is darkened, and I hear the soft sounds of weeping and mourning outside the door. The hope that the Light of the World would be born into our 
world has been shattered, so the whole Order is in mourning. 
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Iam tired, weak and shaken. 

“How could you?” Mattheo hisses at me. “How could you fail when this was so important to me?” 

Iam shaken to the depths of my being by his accusation. Doesn’t he realize that it is my love for him that kept me alive so long, that otherwise, 
I would have lain down and died months ago -as has happened to others before me who tried to carry Satan’s child? That the only reason I have lived 
this long was for him? Others come into the room, and I see the anger and disappointment in their eyes. I have failed, utterly failed. I am a failure. I 
should not be allowed to live. I wonder why I didn’t die, too, along with this aborted thing, this creature that everyone values so much more than me. 
I close my eyes, and sink into a catatonic coma generated by my desire to die. 


Iam laying in a bed, and I hear Danny’s voice whispering near my ear. “Sister, don’t die. Come back to me. I want you to live.” I sigh softly, and 
sleep on. 

Later that day, I hear Lizzie’s voice. “Come back, Luce,” she says softly, touching my face. “Don’t leave me, please. I need you.” 

I stir, and then continue sleeping. 

Mattheo comes into the room. I hear his voice next to me. “I am angry and disappointed, but I don’t want you to die,” he says. His voice is 
hoarse. “I love you, in spite of this. You know that, daughter.” I rouse slightly, and my eyes blink open. I see his face, and see that he means what he is 
saying to me. I am coming out ofa deep sleep, a sleep that has held my spirit captive, and slowly, with great difficulty, I reach for his hand. He clasps 
it, and tears fall from his eyes. 

Mattheo, Danny and Lizzie stay with me continuously for the next few days, taking turns. They realize that Iam at high risk for suicide as my 
body spasms in convulsions of grief for my failure and a deep depression still blankets me. They feed me with high nutrient density drinks and soft 
fruit, and after several days, I strengthen. I can talk now, and tell each of them that I love them, as they love me. This love is what has brought me 
back from the brink of death, much as it did when I was an infant and failed tothrive. 

Days pass, and slowly I begin to do more. I have trouble meeting the flash of disappointment that I see initially in the eyes of those I care about, 
including Mattie, Conner and Mary Margaret. Mary Margaret is now pregnant with Satan's child, and one night after Iam once again strong enough 
to work, she comes to see me in my private office. “Was it this hard for you?” she whispers. 

I see how depressed and wan this classmate, closer than a sister to me, looks. She is now near her fifth month of carrying Satan’s child. I am 
worried as I look into her eyes. She does not look well at all, and I don’t want her to die. 

“Yes, very hard, I thought I was dying” I answer, with real concern. 

“So, I am not weak for feeling this way,” she says. 

“No, not at all. It will pass with the birth.” I desperately hope this is true. 

The next week, Mary Margaret also aborts her child. She is unable to carry it long enough for the fetus to be viable. Like me, it takes her several 
weeks to recover from the trauma of carrying, and then she must deal with the deep depression caused by disappointing the expectations of those 
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she loves more than life. Carlotti, her primary trainer, and her twins stay close to her, just as my primary trainer and twins did with me. After the first 
day that she rouses from a deep sleep, I come in. 

“It wasn’t your fault,” I tell her. “For some reason, our bodies and minds are unable to do this. But I will find a way, even if it takes years to do 
so. I will find out why and how to fix this.” 


Years later, working together with many other members of the Order, I discover a way to help humans carry this type of child. The oracles were 
right that this being would be born through me. However, it not with my own pregnancy, as was assumed. Instead, it was the technologies that we 
developed that enabled human mothers to succeed at carrying the hybrid children. 


The Jesuits have been committed for many years to the goal of bringing into the world children who are half human and half spiritual beings. Many 
women in the early years either died from the effort or the fetus was aborted while still too young to live. These losses did not stop them from trying. The 
genetic engineering used to improve health, strength, healing and strength of will was not just for creating super soldiers, but to create human females 
strong enough to be able to conceive and carry these hybrid children to birth. More than physical strength and extraordinary will was needed, however, to 
successfully carry the hybrid children to term. The mothers desperately needed support for the sheer despair, depression and oppression that literally killed 
them and/or caused a miscarriage. 

As I and other members of the behavioral, spiritual and scientific units pondered how to solve this problem, we developed this solution: put together 
teams of individuals who were closely bonded and spiritually linked to the pregnant female. These teams would spiritually carry some of the spiritual 
darkness and despair for short periods of time, and so offer some emotional and spiritual relief to the mother. This plan was instituted within twenty years 
of my own failed attempt, and the first successful births of hybrids occurred as a result. The teams were called Omega teams since they tapped into Omega 
spirituality and bonds between individuals. 

These hybrids were not always “Satan’s child”. Some were fathered by other principalities, such as Mammon, Pain, Hades, Death, the Prince of Persia 
as well as other beings including the deities from the pantheons of various religions and cultures. While early hybrids appeared less than fully human, within 
the past 24 years, fully human appearing hybrids have been birthed within the Jesuit Order. A few, however, have unusual features, such as violet eyes or 
hair that is silver-blond. But the greatest difference, as I will describe in a later chapter, is in their personalities. These truly are not fully human beings, 
and the way they act reflects this reality. One of the main Jesuit labs for developing hybrids is located in Czechoslovakia; another is located in Hungary, and 
another in Poland just south of the Russian border. Here, experimentation is ongoing to improve the success rate of these pregnancies in order to populate 
the world with these beings. While I had kept my promise to Mary Margaret, I had no joy in this because of the darkness and evil it was bringing on the earth. 

At times, I laugh with dark humor at those who wonder if Biden, or Bill Gates, or other well-known public figures are actually Nephilim. Anyone who 
has ever met a real hybrid would know immediately “No.” These public people are very human indeed, even if greedy, selfish, sociopathic or misguided in 
their desire to rush in a new world order. Even Yuval Hurari, in spite of his monstrous stated agendas for mankind, is human. 
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Chapter 11: Rothschild Oracle 


Iam 19 years old and have recovered physically from the efforts to carry a hybrid child the year before. I am in France as my Illuminati cult 
presenter, Anagram (Ana). My Illuminati twin and I are to be oracles for a year for Philip Rothschild. He has heard that we are very gifted oracles, 
so he wants the two of us to take turns filling this role for his family. Phillip believes that we are bastards of Battenberg, a German high [Illuminati 
family, “Ana” and “Celine”. As I am the older twin, I take the first turn and have just arrived the night before at the lavish mansion of this very wealthy 
family. Despite my years of dancing attendance on Illuminati nobility at rituals, meetings, and training events, my stomach clenches in anxiety as 
the servant who has shown me to my suite lays out the robes that I am to wear to meet Phillip. To be called on to be an oracle to someone as high- 
ranking and powerful as Phillip Rothschilds is a great honor - and a great risk. This year-long job could have tremendous impact on my sister's, my 
mother’s, my children’s and my status, safety and opportunity over the next years. 

I don the soft white robe of silken material, decorated with gold embroidery, and beautifully embroidered white silk slippers. Gold and white 
are the colors of a high oracle, and this outfit is what I will wear when formally performing my role as an oracle. I have spent time in polite small 
talk with the members of the family the evening before, including enjoying an outstanding dinner accompanied by a priceless wine. Now, my duties 
begin. I enter a private room within the mansion, one that has special technologies to prevent others from listening in. 

Philip is waiting for me. “Who is my greatest enemy?” Philip asks me first. He is testing me, for he well knows the answer to this question. 

“You have two; oneis ,” as I name the head of a large corporation that he has lent a large amount of money to over the past three 
years. “This man resents your financial hold over him.” I pause. “But there is another. Your son David. He seeks your death for he wants to rule in- 
stead of you.” 

Philip looks surprised. While oracles for wealthy houses must be very accurate or they are punished or killed, not many would dare to say 
something like this to him. 

“Will he kill me?” Philip asks. 

“No, your death will come from another means,” I tell him. 

Philip relaxes a little. He realizes that he does not have to kill his son in order to live. 

One day, David passes me in the hall and takes me into a small, private study off to the side. He closes the door. “Oracle”, he says, addressing 
me by my title, “What will be the date of my father’s death?” I know he wants very much to know how long he must wait. All sons of wealthy houses 
want to know such things. 

“Do you think I would be so foolish as to tell you such a thing?” I respond in anger. “The day I do so is the day I die. Your father would kill me 
for telling you this, for he would know immediately by your manner towards him. It would change.” I have been hired as Philip’s oracle, and to speak 
as one at special gatherings within the mansion, and at a select public ceremonies. I am therefore under no obligation to answer anyone in private 
but Philip, including his son. 
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David stalks away, angry. But I don’t care. He knows the rules as well as I. 

After a year of doing this job, I am feeling defiled, sick at heart, and tired of warning and helping this family, of calling on spirits within to 
give me knowledge. Iam more than ready to stop being an oracle, and am greatly relieved that the year’s contract is up. Of course, now Philip owes 
Battenberg a lot of money, or a special favor in return for lending his supposed bastard twin daughters to his family. So, Battenberg is happy with 
my sister and I fora time. We continue working hard to rise in the Illuminati, hoping as always to make our mother proud of us, and to be acknowl- 
edged by the Battenbergs. 


Individuals who are considered spiritually gifted within the Illuminati may be required to act as oracles, whether for the head of a wealthy family, 
during ceremonial or ritual events, or during business meetings. They respect the information that gifted oracles provide, just as Rome does, and will use 
this information to guide business and other important decisions. During high rituals, oracles will also be asked to give prophecies regarding the coming 
year. Acting in this role comes at a price since the demonic enjoys causing emotional and physical harm. This is one reason why young women who also show 
ability in other areas or otherwise have value to their groups are usually not asked to take on the role for longer than a year. Depression, panic, suicidality, 
dementia, psychosis, ataxia, cancer, IBS and other diseases are documented side effects of being an oracle for too long a time. Typically, the task is rotated 
among many spiritually gifted women within the group. Even so, it is considered a high honor to be asked to be one. 

Having Jesuit agents as highly gifted and sought-after oracles in the Illuminati gave the Jesuits much opportunity to gather inside information 
on Illuminati leadership since only top-ranking Illuminati had the financial resources and social status to hire these oracles, over longer contracts. It was 
remarkably easy for Ana and her sister Celine to learn the secrets, plans and concerns of the Rothschilds as over the months, Philip asked question after 
question about what business deals he should make, or not; who he can trust, or not; and whether a new financial venture he is planning will be successful. 
Unbeknownst to Ana and Celine, specialized reporter parts, as well as the Jesuit presenter Luce, passed this information on to the Jesuit fathers. This was in- 
formation that we could not have gathered so reliably otherwise, so the Jesuits were delighted when Philip made his request known to the Battenberg father. 

Me, Lizzie and our other genetically identical siblings in the Order had our schedules carefully planned over the next year to ensure that the Roth- 
schilds believed they had “Ana” or “Celine” at any point in time without conflicting with other jobs and roles in the Order. For the most part, this schedule 
involved rotating the four of us in two-week long periods, so each of us usually had six weeks off for our other duties before having to act as a Rothchild oracle 
again. All of us hated the mission, not just because of the spiritual defilement and weariness, but also because of the Rothschilds’ penchant for extreme 
sexual sadism and other perversions. To help our Illuminati cult presenters with tolerating the Rothschilds’ perversions, they were heavily programmed to 
dissociate their natural repugnance at such activities, and to instead feel awe and respect for them. Nonetheless, Ana and the Illuminati cult presenters of 
my identical siblings could never fully suppress the disgust and weariness that came from spending time with them. 
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Part 2: Adult Years 


Part 2 describes the responsibilities I was given in my adult years in both the Illuminati and the Jesuit Order from age 20 to 32 years old. Many 
of these responsibilities in the Order include leadership roles in scientific development, programming and training, intelligence and assassination 
work, and strategic planning. Within the Illuminati, I continued rising in the ranks as a programmer. During these years, while I hated what I was 
doing, I was outwardly compliant with the expectations that I serve Satan’s agendas through the occult world. 


1 hr 33 mins left in book 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


Chapter 12: Leadership in the Order 


As time goes on, my closest friends Conner, Mary Margaret, Vitali, Simon, Andrew and I rise in the Order. By the time I am 26, Simon is the first 
general, and we are all extremely proud of him. It is expected that he will be the next Superior General, since the first General is typically the next 
Superior General. Vitaliis second general, Conner is third general, and Iam fourth general. Mary Margaret is sixth general. Each one of us, as well as 
the other fathers in the top echelons of leadership in the Order, have also held other leadership roles, such as captaining the Vatican 33, coordinating 
scientific research, and administering various facilities around the world. One reason for earning our ranks and multiple leadership roles over the 
years is not just due to years of service, complete dedication and unquestioned loyalty. It is also due to our ability to see “the big picture”, to strategize 
well, and to work well with others and inspire loyalty in them, traits and skills that have resulted in these ranks. The ability to inspire others to 
work well and assemble teams that are effective is one of the most valued leadership abilities in the Order; anyone whois gifted in this area typically 
receives numerous leadership roles. In fact, while I have held leadership roles in numerous research projects, typically, it was not my talent in physics 
or programming that had me tapped as leader, as much as it was my ability to bring out the talent in the other fathers. 

But rank does not matter as much as how we view each other. I love each one of them deeply, and would willingly lay my life downina second 
for any of them, and they feel the same way in return. Because we have worked together so closely and for so long, when we gointoa new situation, 
we can almost anticipate what each other will do, or how the others will think. We truly are closer than brothers, and this only helps us to work 
even better together. Whether going into a country with unstable politics to gather intelligence without seeming to do so, or strategizing how best 
to conduct meetings and negotiations with various leaders in the Mideast, or figuring out how to develop a stronger relationship with the Japanese 
criminal clan dynasties that soon will be hosting some of our children in a special “exchange program” in which we also host some of theirs fora 
few months each year, we all rely on the thoughts and opinions, and even intuitions, of each other. No decisions are made alone, for we all well know 
that only a fool works alone or trusts only their own observations. For we cannot completely erase our own biases and will miss things — sometimes 
small things -that others can see. And seeing it all to the degree possible can mean the difference between life and death in these situations. The love 
between us, and deep sense of belonging and purpose compels me to push away my doubts about my life, cling to my programmed defenses against 
the guilt and anguish of the inhuman acts we did to carry out the Orders’ agendas, and continue my loyalty. 
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Chapter 13: Developing programming technology 


I am in my early twenties. In the programming studios and labs, for years we had taken advantage of computers much more advanced that 
those publicly available. We already used virtual reality, augmented reality, and holograms to create convincing scenarios when programming the 
children in the Order. However, we were always seeking to improve our technology. I am now working with many others within the Order ona 
special project that we hope will exponentially advance our programming technology. As human beings are driven most primally and sustainably 
by a basic set of emotions, we are seeking to develop a device that can reliably stimulate and control the individuals’ feelings of love, joy, hope, anger, 
fear, sadness, disgust, despair and so on in tandem with controlling their cognitions related to these emotions. That is, we were not only seeking 
technology that would, for instance, cause terror, but one that would simultaneously deeply sear into the brain the programmer’s explanation for 
why that person was experiencing terror. Naturally, for programming purposes, this technology would also have to be able to cause both pain and 
pleasure (punishment and reward). Our goal is to combine it with the best of virtual reality technology in order to create a seamless experience for 
the person being programmed. 

The members of the Order who collaborate on this project contribute their knowledge from the several different branches of the physical, 
biological, behavioral and material sciences. We work from extensive information on the brain and mind, based on decades of meticulous work 
mapping in exacting detail how the different regions of the brain work and how they relate to each other. These prior projects had mapped the neural 
responses that occur with happiness, terror, sadness, joy, love, hate and so on, and how they interrelate with specific thoughts, actions and experi- 
ences. Similarly, we have reams of information on patterns of response at the electrical, energetic, biochemical and cellular levels, also tracking their 
impact on the other parts of the body and physiological processes. Now, our goal is to discover in comprehensive and precise detail how to stimulate 
these patterns directly using waveforms on the brain. We also need to discover how biological sex, age, prior goals, beliefs and experiences, system 
structure, physiological state (such as sleep deprivation, hunger, etc.), programming drugs, nutraceuticals, hormones and other neurochemicals, 
and stimulus to the five senses (such as virtual reality scenes, spinning, cold, pain, sensory deprivation, high and low pitch tones, etc.) affect re- 
sponses tothe direct brain stimulation. 

As we move into studying how to actually harness the waveforms correctly, the sheer disregard for animal and human life and suffering that 
marks science in the occult world becomes horrendously evident. We conduct experiment after experiment on simians, then on what are considered 
‘expendable people’ - trafficked individuals, homeless individuals, prisoners from countries with oppressive governments, etc., that the Order has 
purchased or traded favors for. We use subjects of all ages, because we need to understand the impact of this new technology on adults of various 
ages, on children, and on infants. We use AI to take care of the complex calculations for each set of experiments. 

The work is slow at first. In many of our initial experiments, the waveforms are either too great, and the brain is damaged, or too small, and 
cannot stimulate the correct response. We also struggle with ensuring the waves penetrate to and stimulate the intended locations of the brain in 
the right sequence and intensity. We are patient, however, because we have no doubt that we will eventually succeed. I bringin students who show 
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promise, hoping that they can see what I cannot, mentoring them just as I was mentored when I was younger. The other trainers do the same with 
their students. 

As we believe that true knowledge is first found in the unseen realms, our dogged interdisciplinary scientific work is complemented at every 
step by extensive spiritual labor. We do countless rituals to ask the immortals for their wisdom. We lay our bodies prostrate across traditional spir- 
itual diagrams, blueprints of the technology and project workplans, where we offer the gift of self-flagellation, human infants, and other sacrifices. 
We travel the dimensions, asking for answers. During one of the major rituals, I encounter Shiva who gives me the part of the knowledge we needed 
to harness the waveforms correctly. In fact, I had been chosen to be the project leader because I had received the original inspiration for the project 
directly from Shiva several years earlier. 

Our first success was with a young white homeless man purchased from a trafficker in Europe. We did not know his name or his story, and 
did not care to know. To us then, he was not a person but a scientific subject. Lizzie straps him down, then enters the command into the machine to 
stimulate the neural patterns of rage. I watch the man, not expecting much. The microburst waveforms are invisible to the human eye, so despite 
the millions of dollars poured into the project by this point, there is literally nothing to see. Then, the man lets out a howl of rage that barely sounds 
human. The howl continues as he strains at his straps with all his strength. It breaks off as he pauses for breath, his heart rate sky high, pupils fully 
dilated, then resumes screams of mindless rage. Lizzie herself catches a breath, then cues the machine to stop. Within two seconds, the man is silent, 
panting. He looks around at us. He was frightened when he was first brought in. Now, we can see that he is confused and twice as frightened as 
before. 

“Do it again,” I snap out an order. We have to know if we are indeed seeing what we are seeing — a first success. I can sense that the other team 
members are equally tense. 

Lizzie gives the machine the command. Again, the man screams and writhes in a paroxysm of rage. After ten seconds, I lift my hand. From 
years of working together, Lizzie understands my silent gesture and stops the waveform stimulation. Once again, the man’s rage passes and he gazes 
around the room, eyes round with terror and bewilderment. We put him through this torture two more times. Each time, exactly the same thing 
happens. The team’s excitement mounts with each successful display of direct control of the man’s emotions. Lizzie then unstraps the man, and puts 
him back into a cage with food and water in the adjoining room. 

Cheering breaks outin the lab. We embrace each other, almost dancing with joy. We notify the senior leadership of the Order (those who were 
not already in the room as team members) and send orders down to the kitchens to prepare a special meal with champagne to celebrate. We would 
have this meal not in the large dining hall used for every day meals, but in one of our smaller banquet rooms. The fathers at this celebration meal are 
all smiles as we toast each other. The younger students who had been working on the project with us are especially delighted with the lavish spread 
of desserts since sweets are rare treats for them. 

Later that evening, when I am alone, I wonder about what we have unleashed on the world. This technology will change how programming is 
done. I feel a deep sadness, and no longer feel like celebrating. Years of hard work and data collection have helped our teams to create something that 
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is...evil. I feel it deep inside, and this thought makes me restless. But I cannot voice this thought to others, although I am sure that others must feel 
the same. I go to bed, wondering what I am doing and why, with this feeling of unrest showing up even in my dreams. 

Two days later, Mattheo, who is now the superior general, and several other fathers, ask Lizzie, Mary Margaret, and I to place our hands on the 
newly developing technology, and to prophesy how it will be used. As I attempt to do so, I am overcome with extreme sorrow and I weep. I see people 
destroyed by the use of this technology. I see a terrible world where this technology will be used to enslave human beings. Iam overcome by despair, 
sobbing, and I lift my hands from the machine. As I look up, I see that my sisters are weeping copiously as well, salty tears streaming down their 
cheeks. Our prophesies make it impossible for me to deny that we are fools who have created evil. 


It took many more years of work and great harm to thousands of what the Order labeled ‘experimental subjects’ to develop this technology into an 
effective programming tool. We called it the “God Machine” because it was “God” to those programmed by its use. We also called it “Shiva” after the spiritual 
being who we believed gave us the inspiration and part of the scientific knowledge for its development. The machine’s most basic design is that of a small 
rectangular chamber, not unlike a coffin, that the subject lies in, then the lid is closed. The walls and lid of the machine are comprised of panels that display 
the scenarios for the programming session, such as a starry sky, the pit of hell, the person’s therapist’s office, the person’s presentation home in America, and 
so on. Special glasses are also placed over the person’s eyes. These glasses interact with the walls and lid, and the waveforms, to create extremely realistic 
experiences. For instance, the programmers can have the person ‘look down’ at his left arm and see it on fire while the machine stimulates that arm to feel the 
horrendous pain of the burning, fully accompanied by the smell of burning flesh. The machine is precise enough that it can even start the ‘burning’ at the tips 
of the fingers then cause the sensations of the burning flames to slowly crawl up the hand then arms accompanied by the relevant visuals. When not playing 
back the programming scenes, the walls and lid are transparent. The machine monitors neural responses, vital signs and other parameters. The chamber is 
built such that IV lines, feeding tubes, catheters and other medical devices can be used without disrupting the programming scenarios when necessary for 
longer programming sessions. Different sizes of the machine chambers are used for subjects of different ages. 

In my own thoughts, I secretly called it the “hell machine” because the manipulation of neural responses creates a deeper bondage to programming 
than the techniques based on physical traumas, intimidation or persuasion, and scenarios staged in the programming studios with props and programmers 
in costumes. Programming installed by the ‘God Machine’ is considered “unbreakable” because the individual is entrained by hour after hour after hour 
of cyclic repetition of stimulus and response that goes deep within the various brain states. Like a tractor wheel ploughing through mud, this entrainment 
creates neural ruts of cognition and emotion and behavior for parts according to the programmers’ precise design that are robust and difficult to change. 
Such programming is also considered more effective because the direct neural manipulation ‘downloads’ the desired programmed response to that person 
while preventing the individual’s own response to the programming milieu. For instance, traditional techniques to program an assassin part to experience 
‘enjoying’ killing involved intense conditioning through praise, treats and other rewards from the trainer and often, the administration of drugs that create 
a sense of bliss and/or thrill. Nonetheless, the part may still feel twinges of unease at the bottoms of their stomach or pangs of guilt, shame or pity for the 
target, especially when they are still very young. The programmers also have to ensure that the person’s negative feelings about killing, such as horror, are 
being dissociated correctly into the right parts or locations in the system. With the ‘God Machine’ directed stimulus of emotion, thought and action, the part 
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being conditioned to deeply associate killing with joy will not experience any twinges of guilt or discomfort, or have negative emotions that need to be sec- 
onded to other emotion-holding parts in the system; the part’s entire experience is that of joy at killing. 

In the early 2000s, before I left the Order, large parts of my own system were ‘re-installed’ using the machine. Based on my memories, during this 
period, allthe older fathers in the Order had much of theirown programming redone with the machine in order to ‘strengthen’ it. It was pitched as a privilege 
and as the fruit of our labor, but deep in our hearts, we knew that it was actually a horror. We did not truly want our mind control to be ‘strengthened’ but 
we knew that saying ‘no’ was not permitted. After I left and started to try to heal, it was terrible indeed and extremely difficult to access and resolve the 
entrainment. Having parts try to leave the “neural ruts” the machine created would immediately trigger unremitting replays of terrible headaches, agony 
in my entire body, mind-numbing terror, unspeakable despair and other effects meant to bring any change to a halt. The deep subconscious, almost uncon- 
scious states that many entrained parts were in also made it very difficult to use more traditional means of healing work such as other parts helping these 
parts to leave their torture scenarios or connect with current reality. Two things have seemed most helpful so far: (1) soaking prayer in the love of God while 


techniques for addressing programming and trauma using the imagination to change programmed scenarios, conscious communication between parts, talk 
therapy, art, journaling and so on has been less effective for machine-installed programming, and takes much longer to help it stop running.  =———™ 
with grief over what I and others had done, and over the blindness and deception that made us rejoice when it was developed. I am particularly grieved 
that since the 2000s, infants and children in the Order have large portions of their programming installed via the machine. The ‘God Machine’ was one key 
reason that within several years, I would again attempt to leave the Order. I believe that my guilt at being one of its creators has been a huge reason for the 
extreme difficulty I encountered when trying to heal the programming installed by the machine; I believed deep inside me that I deserved to be chained inthis 
way because I had caused others to be chained by this machine. I have also recalled memories of entrainment in the machine itself where I was indeed told 
explicitly by the programmers that I did not deserve to heal because I was the one who had helped create this evil machine that ‘took away free will’. I have 
had to face the fact that this kind of belief only served the purpose of Satan and the group to control me. With God's help, I have been on the journey to find 
the courage to forgive myself, to receive His forgiveness and let go of the guilt. I hope that as I continue working on healing from the machine programming, 
some of what I learn will be helpful to other survivors. 

At my last point of contact with the Order, portable or mobile versions of the technology that looked like a helmet used in combination witha full 
body suit had already been in use for over a decade. A younger survivor who has recently left the Order told me that they can now ‘record’ the experience 


of one person then ‘download’ this experience onto another person. For instance, they can record one person’s pleasurable experience oj ing a choco 


that this or similar technologies can be used to ‘read’ a person’s dreams or thoughts remarkably well, though not fully precisely yet. (Note: While I do believe 
that such advanced ‘mind reading’ technology has been developed, I am also aware that in order to enhance their control and discourage parts from daring 
to think independently, programmers do use many tricks to persuade parts that they can ‘read their minds’ or ‘read their dreams’ spiritually, psychically or 
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through the use of technology. Often, these tricks are accomplished through other parts in the survivor having already reported the thoughts or dreams, un- 
beknownst to the parts currently being told that their very own thoughts and dreams are not safe from the programmers.) 

Such work in scientific research is a huge reason why the Jesuits give their children an extremely rigorous education in numerous branches of math 
and science, assiduously cultivating in them scientific curiosity and a love for these subjects, and provide special mentoring for those who show talent. The 
Jesuits are not unique in this respect; many groups provide such training and education to their children. Additionally, the Jesuits and other groups have 
learned over the years techniques for ‘creating’ and programming parts with exceptional intellectual ability; these parts are often called on for such projects. 
This chapter provides another illustration of how teamwork is highly valued within the Jesuit Order. No one in the Order would ever act like aprima donna 
scientist, claim credit for the work of others, or overlook a teammate’s contribution. Besides cultivating intellectual ability in numerous areas of scientific 
study, the Order is very careful to develop the skills for collaboration and teamwork in their children; group exercises, group activities and group projects are 
a large part of the children’s training from their early days. The leaders within the order are leaders precisely because they do see, value and honor the gifts 
of all team members. I only wish that our teamwork, talent, knowledge and financial resources had been put to truly creating good for the world. 

Many groups have worked hard to develop similar technologies, meaning that many survivors from different groups would have memories of high- 
tech programming involving direct brain stimulation. According to my memories, there was something of a race between the different occult societies and 
government agencies as far back as the 50s and 60s to create devices to directly control a person’s brain and mind, and to develop effective protocols for 
integrating the use of these devices into programming. Other areas of development that cult scientists engage in include weaponry, transportation and 
communication technologies, agricultural technologies, climate control technologies and medical technologies. In fact, the medical advances in the Order, 
unknown stillto the public, enables them to heal many types of injuries from torture, programming accidents, training accidents, incidences on missions and 
so on without leaving any scars. 
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Chapter 14: CERN 


I am 23 years old, and Mattheo has called me into his office, the office of the occultic Superior General. He has a new assignment for me. The 
fact that he wants to give it to me personally tells me that it will neither be easy or pleasant. He is sitting in his chair when I come in, but rises and 
embraces me. 

“Oh, boy!” I think. “Iam not going to like this assignment.” But Iam quiet as I wait to hear what he is going to send me to do. 

“T want you to go to CERN for a while,” he tells me. 

I feel a cold trickle down my back. The public knows CERN (Conseil européen pour la Recherche nucléaire, i.e., the European Organization for 
Nuclear Research) asa large physics research center in Switzerland, run by an intergovernmental organization of the same name. However, the secret 
levels where research by the occult world is conducted involves nightmarish things unimaginable to the general public. No one ever wants to go 
there. It makes visiting the Rothschild family and being their oracle seem like a walk in the park. 

“Do I have to?” I ask, knowing that of course I do but I can’t help myself. “I am so busy here. Mattie is having me run the main labs a lot of the 
time, and Phil needs me for a mission in a few weeks. Iam also making real progress on the machine technology. Iam needed here, more than there.” 
Only my years of discipline keeps my tone matter-of-fact rather than whiny or shaky. My arguments are logical, but I know it is hopeless. Every Je- 
suit father must do a rotation at CERN, where our main genetics laboratories are located, and now itis my turn. 

“You know you have to go,” he says gently. 

Of course, heis right. I look at him with pleading eyes, but bow. 

“I want you to assess the people there, and give me a full report of how they are doing.” He knows how emotionally difficult it is to work at 
CERN. It is not unusual for the scientists, technicians and other workers to have breakdowns after a period of time. The regular assessments were 
instituted several years ago as part of a multipronged strategy to improve the mental health of those on their CERN rotations. He continues, “I also 
would like to hear any ideas you have on how to improve things.” 

The Jesuit genetic labs at CERN are located in underground levels that the public has no awareness of. All the scientific and support staff 
in these labs are Jesuit fathers. The other roles not requiring scientific or administrative skills, such as food prep, laundry and cleaning, are done 
by mind-controlled individuals who are never allowed to leave CERN and are killed then replaced with new individuals about every half year. We 
consider this a necessary evil as the stress of being underground around the horrors of CERN degrades the quality of even such menial work over 
time, thus new workers are needed. Furthermore, that they never get to leave CERN alive means that our secrets are kept secure. These levels can only 
be accessed through special elevators hidden in the more public levels of CERN, and through special underground tunnels deep beneath the ground. 
The tunnels extend for many miles and have several openings above ground far away from the facility. The openings are located in small villages 
run bythe Knights of Malta (KOM), an occult society with close ties to the Jesuits. These knights, who look like ordinary villagers, have guarded these 
secret tunnels entrances and exits for many years. They have been trained to guard this secret with their lives if necessary, for the KOM are dedicated 
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to Vatican - and Jesuit- security. On the Italian side of the alps, there are other tunnel entrances that are guarded by other groups such as Opus Dei 
with equal diligence. 

“I will go,” I tell Mattheo. Of course, I will for I am nothing if not obedient to my superior general. 

It isa week later, and I am driving myself and two other agents into Switzerland. The three of us have just spent a night and a day in the Italian 
alps, enjoying the scenery to give us happy memories before going below ground. Now, we are crossing into Swiss territory. The other two agents are 
going to relieve two workers in the labs who are finishing their 3-month rotation at the end of the week. 

“Last chance to see daylight,” I quip dryly as we approach a village where there is an entrance to an underground tunnel. “Say goodbye to the 
sun.” We all three look out the window a bit wistfully. No one likes going into CERN, and our expressions say it all, even if we cannot voice how we feel 
about this assignment. Good soldiers obey orders willingly. We are all excellent soldiers, or else we would be running screaming from the car, prefer- 
ring to get shot for desertion rather than go down intothe hell on earth that is CERN. 

The KOM soldiers, dressed as simple civilians but well-armed, see our car and our license plate, and nod. We give them the security codes 
for the week. We still have to go through the biometric security procedures required: retinal scans, blood sample, voice and facial recognition. The 
computers scan their databases and give us permission to go on. The tunnel door opens in the side of a grassy hill with goats grazing around the 
perimeter. As I drive the car into it, I feel as if I am actually driving the three of us into hell. After several minutes, we reach one of the underground 
parking lots. Once again, at the entrance into the labs, there are guards waiting and we again pass through several rounds of security measures. The 
steel door lifts, and we walk in. 

The first thing I notice is the noise. It is high-pitched and eerie; it sounds like a human being in distress, but not quite. Itis coming from down a 
well-lighted hall. Thankfully, the office that I’m headed to isin the opposite direct of the noise. Nonetheless, it makes the hairs on the back of my neck 
stand as I walk down the hall. We are greeted by two security officers, one of the lab technicians, and a haggard-looking trainer. I will be relieving 
this trainer, Father John, whose job has been to assess the mental health of the workers in the facility and provide interventions. I am startled to see 
a haunted look in his eyes, which are rimmed with dark circles. Father John is a very experienced and accomplished programmer as well as assassin. 
Considering that I had never seen him look this way despite the horrifying things we have to doin the programming labs, at occult rituals and in the 
33, lam chilled. 

“Hey, John,” I greet my friend. I have mixed feelings as I see the look of relief in his eyes upon seeing me. Iam glad for him that his rotation is 
nearly over, but I am certainly not glad for myself that I have six weeks here ahead of me. 

“Hey, Luce,” he says, using my childhood name. I don’t correct him; Iam Luke now, but he is already stressed enough. 

“Let’s go into a private room and talk,” I suggest. “You can tell me what I need to know before I visit the labs.” John gives me a look that suggests 
that I am a lamb about to go to the slaughter, a curious mix of sadness and pity, and this makes me even more afraid. But I won’t show it. 

He takes me intoa private room, meaning that it has full security so that no one else in the facility can hear us. I am tired after the long drive 
so I get a cup from the espresso machine in the room. John gets a cup for himself, and we sit. 
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“How are the techs doing?” I ask, to start. John gives me a rundown on each person’s level of stress with his thoughts on why some people were 
experiencing higher amounts of stress than others. I note, as others have, that the amount of stress reported seems to correlate to how much time a 
technician has spent in the labs. Iam dismayed to hear that at least three individuals only midway through their rotation are already showing signs 
of imminent breakdown. John’s eyes constantly flicker around the room, and he makes tiny nervous movements of his hands and feet. He is certainly 
not doing well himself either. I wonder what I will look and feel like after a month here. 

After this initial chat, I take a deep breath, square my shoulders, and begin a tour of the labs. We walk side-by-side down the hallway towards 
the eerie wailing that I heard earlier. The wailing had mercifully been blocked out by the soundproof room I was in while getting up to speed with 
John. We go towards a high-security bombproof door, where John places the pad of his third finger on a plate by it, and simultaneously speaks the se- 
curity code for the day. The steel door opens, and I enter the genetic labs at CERN. 

Weare on the first level where our trans-human genetics experiments are being done. Just ahead, to the left, I see a small cage with a creature 
that has a human-looking face but the tail of a cat. Fine tawny fur covers its body. While her features are partially human, her mentation is not. 
The cat creature snarls and lunges at me, striking hard the bars of her cage with her arms and shoulders. Her attempted attack is accompanied by a 
horrifying scream that peters off into a soft growl filled with malice. I can see with one glance that this creature is female as it has no clothes. I feela 
pang of pity for it even as my stomach turns in horror; its face and form are still human enough to make its nakedness stand out. 

I barely keep myself from cringing away from her cage. She is the product of combining the DNA ofa cheetah and a human in hope of creating 
a super soldier capable of inhuman speed and strength. John pulls up her charts on the computer which describes her genetic, emotional, social and 
physical characteristics as well as the results of her five most recent health assessments. Like many of these creatures, her physical health is now 
poor. She is not doing well with the stress of her environment in the labs, and is suffering from weaknesses caused by the genetic manipulation. 
Our research involves learning how to prevent the poor overall health, aggression and low levels of intellect created when combining humans with 
animals. 

I feel ill as I go down the hall and see varying physical results of this trans-species genetic work. There are two small children, male and female, 
that look human until I spot their paws. They growl menacingly at me as I walk by, showing sharp canine teeth. I make a mental note to never get 
within reach of those teeth. I see other human-animal chimeras: combinations with chimpanzees, with birds, with fish and other odd appearing 
creatures. All of them, however, have a look of bland and resigned yet intense rage in cold eyes that lets me know that given the opportunity, they 
would kill mein a minute. The terrible almost human grunts, growls and screams they make sends chills down my spine and make me weak at the 
knees. Iam not sure whether to think of them as “human”, “animal” or “monster”. The tour of this level seems to go on and on and on, as John intro- 
duces me tothe lab workers on this level. They are subjected to the horror day after day; Itis no wonder that they are stressed, to understate matters. 

Finally, we are done. John walks me to the lounge. It is luxurious and bright with full spectrum lighting meant to provide the benefits of 
sunlight. Coffee machines on one side of the lounge offer several different types fresh-ground coffee and the refrigerators are stocked with organ- 
ically grown fresh fruits and vegetables. It even has a garden with a small recycling indoor stream that has flowers growing near the water. The 
lounge is sound proof and I breathe a sigh of relief. I wish that Icould spend the rest of my six weeks in here, away from the horrible noises of the labs. 
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John sinks heavily down into one of the soft, low couches and tells me, “The staff can spend an hour here in the morning and an hour in the 
afternoon.” 

I can seein his eyes that the two one-hour breaks during an eight-hour shift are not enough. I see something else that few other facilities have: 
an alcohol dispensing machine, stocked with the finest wines and liquors. The staff on the floor can unlock the drinks of their choice once their badge 
shows that they have completed their eight hours on duty. Iam not a drinker but I plan to visit the lounge tonight and grab something alcoholic 
to help me sleep. It is unsurprising that alcohol over-consumption is common in the lab workers here. I have no doubt that my name is going to be 
added tothat list of over-consumers over the next month. 

After showing me the well-equipped gym and large swimming pool next to the lounge, John takes me down to the next level. Both of us have 
to pass through even tighter security measures in order to enter and exit the elevator to our destination: the genetic labs that focus on human per- 
formance. Over many years of work here and in a few other labs, we have identified the genetic sequences and the interactions between the genetic 
sequences that impact numerous characteristics like intelligence, sex, muscle mass, strength, health, eye color, hair color, height, and race. We can 
already reliably control these factors in our babies and are experimenting with new genetic development to further advance our next generation of 
babies. We are still looking to improve our control over physical traits, such as the efficacy of muscle recruitment, healing, endurance, psychological 
traits such as loyalty, perseverance, will to live, creativity and spiritual traits such as psychic ability, sensitivity to the spiritual realms, aptitude for 
traveling the dimensions, and so on. These labs are not as stressful as the ones above, and the staff are rotated between the two sets of labs to give 
those working with the transhumans desperately needed breaks. 

The lab technicians are carefully marking various sequences for further study. Depending on the experiment, the sequences are being spliced 
into eggs and sperm or fertilized eggs, then stored in row upon row on special climate-controlled shelves. Besides just trying to study outcomes of 
manipulating DNA, we have also been studying how the genetic engineering interacts with fertilization conditions as well as the environment of the 
womb. We continue to study each successfully born healthy child for several months to several years to identify the outcomes of the experiments. 
Once a particular series of experiments is deemed successful, we will use this knowledge to engineer the next batch of Jesuit babies in our labs 
located in Rome itself. In front of each shelf is a series of DNA sequences on a label that shows the part of the human genetic strand that is being 
researched. In the lab, these tiny cultured beings are known by this genetic strand, and not by name. Numbers are given to each zygote after implan- 
tation into its birthmother. The technicians raising these experimental children however do usually end up giving names to these children, rarely 
calling them by their numbers. I am excited about the work happening here because at this point, I believe the indoctrination that the gifted children 
we produce would create better soldiers of Satan and will make the world a better place. 

The next set of rooms down the hall, however, make my stomach heave again. To unknowing eyes, there is nothing at all upsetting or unusual 
about these rooms. In fact, they look like a spa or retreat center for wealthy women wanting the best of care and rest during pregnancy. The place is 
beautifully appointed and extremely comfortable. It seemingly houses many happy-looking women at various stages of pregnancy whose needs are 
monitored by extremely well-trained attendants. In truth, these women have been enslaved to be carriers for the human and transhuman genetic 
experiments that I had been viewing since I arrived at CERN. The ones being given the most careful attention are actually the ones carrying the worst 


1 hr 25 mins Left in book 39% 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


of the transhuman experiments; these chimeric pregnancies have very high failure rates so we give these mothers the most care. These women have 
been told that they are very privileged and will be rewarded highly for their work as surrogates. The truth is, however, in order to main the secrecy 
of CERN, every single one is killed once their use as healthy carriers has run out. 

Some of the women are not carrying “genetic experiments”, but rather, “genetic products”. These are transhuman or genetically modified 
children specially ordered by the extremely wealthy from various occult societies around the world. Common requests include children completely 
covered in fur, having a slightly animal-like appearance, or those with both male and female genitals. Always, they request that these children 
come with sexual training upon delivery. We can deliver a broad number of designer “products” at a cost of only several million dollars each. Sales 
contracts specify that these children are not allowed to live past two and half years old. They are sterilized before being taken to their new owners. At 
times, individuals and families become attached to one of these special children, treating them as a “pet”, and have been reluctant to kill them at the 
end of the contract. We therefore have a fail-safe: an implant that releases poison to kill the child by the specified time. The implant is placed where 
attempts at removal will kill the child. The limited lifespan of these children helps ensure that they remain highly sought-after items. 

After this, John takes me to the next level down to view the nurseries and labs where the experimental human children live during their first 
year of life. Those who live beyond this age are raised and monitored in a different facility. The nurseries look very much like the ones that the 
Jesuit children are raised in, with the spaces, studios and equipment for promoting and assessing the children’s mental, emotional, social, physical 
and spiritual development. The labs for assessing their levels of pain endurance, stamina, and responses to physical, emotional and spiritual stress, 
however, make me queasy. On the farthest end of the level are the rooms for autopsies and the disposal of the bodies of the children who do not 
survive the outcomes of their genetic manipulations, or do not survive the testing of their ability to endure pain, disease and stress. Somewhere, at 
the back of my mind, a quiet voice accuses me that by being part ofthis, lam no different from Mengele. By habit and the programming done on me 
since I was nursery age myself, I silence, then forget the accusation. 

Allin all, the full tour of our secret levels takes several more hours. Afterwards, we have a semi-formal dinner with excellent food in the largest 
reception room where John lets all the staff know that I will be replacing him. All of them have that weary look that pervades those at CERN. Yet 
again, Iam struck by how these fathers who have been trained to handle trauma, exploitation and violence since their earliest years are nonetheless 
displaying signs of extreme stress here in this underground facility. When dessert is served, I make my rounds from table to table, chatting with my 
old friends at each table, affording me a very brief snapshot of each person’s mental state, work progress and relationships with other staff. Finally, 
John takes me to the private room, answers more questions I have, then orally gives me the codes for accessing each staff member's file and takes me 
to my room. This room will be both my private work and sleeping space over the next six weeks. Despite the money we have poured into our CERN 
facilities, space is still at a premium and staff who are here on shorter rotations are given the less luxurious quarters. 

I am far too disturbed by the day’s events to sleep, so I start reviewing the staff files. These chart in comprehensive detail the daily on-duty 
and off-duty activities of everyone. There is no privacy in this underground lab, where cameras and computers, and the ever-present badges that all 
must wear, show exactly what and where people are doing and going. I am particularly interested in reviewing their chosen coping mechanisms, 
especially the unhealthy ones: alcohol, excessive sleep, isolation, self-harm, and excessive engagement in sexual activities or changes in their pattern 
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of sexual activities compared to their usual profile (sex of every type and with every type of partner is available here once someone has finished an 
8-hour shift). Some do use strategies that seem healthier: journaling, art, meditation, watching funny movies, heavy exercise, spending more time 
talking with colleagues after hours, and so on. However, when I have the AI run the statistical analyses relating patterns of behavior and levels 
of stress, there seems to be no discernable meaningful difference between ‘healthy’ and ‘unhealthy’ coping mechanisms in mitigating stress. This 
finding has been noted many times by other assessors; the main thing that we have found over and over again isthe correlation between rising stress 
and length of time at CERN. 

I ask the AI to highlight the individuals whose mental health seem at highest risk. It uses numerous parameters to create the list including 
behaviors and activities off-duty, self-report of stress levels, length and quality of sleep, appetite, heartrate variability, levels of cortisol and other 
hormones over the day and month, quality of work, and quantity and quality of interactions with colleagues. The list that results includes the three 
scientists that John had already brought to my attention earlier in the day. I first review their videos for the past week, starting with the clips that 
the AI had already highlighted as being indicative of concern. Iam more than dismayed as I watch one staff scientist mock a young human-simian 
chimera and remove its food and water for no reason at all. Such casual cruelty with no discernable scientific purpose is indicative of sociopathic 
traits. I knew this father and knew he was not sociopathic at all; this was a sign of extreme stress. The other clips are no less disturbing. I schedule 
time with each of the three for the next day. Two of these scientists have been here for over two months, and are thankfully almost at the end of their 
rotation. I hope to keep them from breaking down and help them to finish their last three weeks as strongly as possible. I set aside the most time for 
the first person that the AI listed, Father Augustine. She has only been here for a month, so I am especially worried about her. 

I lie down to sleep in the last hour before the start of the workday. In that short time, I have nightmares of strange, feral creatures with piteous 
human eyes stalking me. Their eyes make me want to stop to help them, but when I do, they try to tear at me with venom-tipped claws. In some 
part of my mind, I know I am dreaming, but try as I might I cannot wake myself up anymore than these chimeras can wake themselves up out of the 
nightmare of their existence in CERN. Over and over again, I barely escape the claws. Such nightmares are one of the known side effects of working 
at CERN. This is why Mattheo and Lizzie will be assessing and monitoring my own mental health on a regular basis through our special secure 
communication channels. When I finally wake, I find that I cannot look at myself in the mirror when preparing for the day. Somehow, I feel like I am 
a monster. 

I skip breakfast and go straight to the room where I will be talking with the three fathers scheduled for the morning. I hope that the extra 
time alone will help me to feel more like myself. The people at CERN are relying on my support and I cannot let them down. The room looks like any 
therapy room that you might find in any counseling center. Soft restful colors and comfortable furniture give the room a gentle ambiance. I am able 
to sit directly opposite or slightly across from the person I am assessing or counseling with no desk or any barrier in between. This room is used 
primarily for talking with the cult presenters who are doing the job of scientist at CERN; deeper assessment of the person’s systems where I will be 
conducting brain scans and talking tothe internal parts in charge of emotions, dreams, memory, program maintenance and so is done in a separate 
set of labs. After half an hour, the phone on the end table next to me rings. John lets me know that he has arrived in the room next to us, with two 
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other members of the team responsible for staff welfare. They are able to observe and hear the sessions through a two-way mirror and microphones 
set up in the first room. 

Augustine enters. I can tell that she is barely holding it together and is extremely ashamed of this fact. She looks hopefully at me. With no 
preamble at all, she requests a retuning of her emotion-management programs. I am taken aback. It is rare for members of the Order to directly re- 
quest retuning of their programs or systems. 

Ireply gently, “Why don’t you first tell me what you think is going on with you?” 

Augustine responds with a frustrated silence. 

After five minutes, I repeat my question more firmly. Augustine capitulates and begins to share, hesitatingly at first, the horror she experi- 
ences inthe labs andin her sleep at night. She is afraid that her programming is failing, and again, requests a retuning. In my position as the assessor, 
I feel a quick stab of sorrow in my chest that this loyal and diligent agent is blaming her own ‘weakness’ for her very human responses to the inhu- 
manity at CERN, rather than being able to say, “What we are doing is horrifying.” Yet I know that if our roles were reversed, I would be responding 
in exactly the same way; the request is itself the result of years of programming and habituation to perceive evil actions as rational and beneficial 
events, and to fear our own human responses to evil. 

With tears in her eyes, Augustine concludes, “I need to be able to do my job.” 

I assure her that I will indeed be conducting a full assessment of her system, and will retune any programs as necessary. I am very careful, 
however, to emphasize that her responses to the work at CERN are normal and not a sign of programming failure. Almost every staff member I assess 
requires the same reassurance, even John and the two other trainers, Joel and Patrick, who have been in charge of maintaining staff mental health. 

Over the next few weeks, my morning to mid-afternoons are spent conducting comprehensive system assessments of CERN staffandretuning 
of their systems in the programming labs. Counseling sessions are scheduled for the late afternoon, where the workers can pour out the feelings of 
horror, fear, sadness, confusion and grief that they feel as they work here. I also spend time observing the staff in their labs, in the lounges and other 
recreational facilities, and during mealtimes. 

There is an observable hierarchy in how the transhumans are treated: the more human the chimera looks, the better it is treated. If they can 
speak a few words, all the better; those that can talk a little are given less unnecessary abuse, and more time, attention and nurture. The more 
animalistic children, onthe other hand, consistently receive less nurture and more violence to “keep them in line.” Unlike the more human children, 
they cannot cry when slapped or hit, instead, they bite and growl and fight back at their tormenters. For this is how they view their captors, and 
rightly so. The difference in treatment bothers me deeply, even though I know that it is one way that the staff are coping. My evenings are spent in 
meetings with John and the other trainers to review the findings, and discuss intervention plans for each staff member and strategies for making 
working conditions more tolerable. 

Three weeks pass. John left a week ago; I am now fully taking over his duties. At times, when I walk through the transhuman labs, I feel that 
some of the growls of the creatures there are directed at me. At night, their angry, feral eyes continue to stalk me in my dreams. When I visit the 
human experiment levels, the children seem to be looking at me with accusing eyes, even when they smile at me. It is getting harder and harder to 
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be present for the staff during their counseling sessions. Another week passes drearily. I see circles under my eyes when I look in the mirror. Iam also 
drinking every night now to fall asleep - me, the one who never drinks alcohol. I have also indulged in extra sexual activity which, again, is not typ- 
ical for me. 

I am due for the meetings with Matteo and Lizzie that occur every ten days. More frequent meetings would probably be more ideal for 
supporting me, but we have to balance my need for support with the need for minimizing the security risk inherent to communications between 
CERN and other locations. The communications app chimes and I give permission for Matteo to connect with my terminal. 

He takes one look at me, and I can see the concerned surprise on his face. “How are you doing?” he asks, the concern reflected in his voice. 

“About as well as could be expected in this place,” I reply. “I am so glad that it is only 167 hours, 43 minutes, and 12 seconds until I can leave 
here.” I have been counting not just the days, but the hours and minutes until I can go. My counting lets him know how stressed I really am. 

“Are you taking breaks in the lounge?” he asks. 

“Yes, of course, but I can’t break all day,” I respond with irritation. He knows this, and my anger is showing him my stress, too. I can’t help it. 

“T want you to take three hours today, and go up and see some sunshine,” he says. 

“WhatifI don’t come back?” I ask, half serious. 

“You won't go alone. I will have three others go up with you. Who else needs a break?” 

“Everyone,” I respond. Mattheo chooses to ignore my sarcastic — but true - response. 

Later that day, with three other fathers, all of us being at CERN in science-related roles, dressed in civilian clothes, we go up the elevators, and 
through a door to a small walkway that leads into a beautiful park with flowers. I had forgotten it was spring, living with the horrors down below 
the ground, never seeing the sun. There is a soft breeze, and the other workers and I soak up the sunshine. The other fathers are due to be rotated out 
soon, and this break will help them to endure the next week remaining as well; more time above ground is one of the strategies that John and I are 
proposing for improving workers’ health. The current one hour a week is too little. 

The trees are in bloom, with cascades of white flowers on some and delicate hues of pink on others. We reach up to smell these flowers; I bend 
over to gently finger the velvety petals of small red flowers growing among the grass. The world is still a beautiful place. It is not all just the deep 
darkness that seems to surround the labs beneath the ground. A darkness that is more than just the twice-daily sacrifices made to Shiva in all our 
labs. This is a darkness that seems born out of trying to be gods, and to create new beings; to improve upon what has been originally created to 
develop new species. But today, for these hours, we are all feeling sunshine on our faces, and enjoying the beauty of a creation that has nothing to 
do with the work below ground. The time passes all too quickly, and reluctantly, we all go back down. But we also know that our remaining time is 
short, and this helps us to endure. 

One week later, Vitali is up for duty at CERN. He will be replacing me, and we will spend two weeks working together before I fully hand off the 
role to him, as John did with me. As he enters the facility, his eyes cannot conceal the anticipatory dread that he is feeling. Like John before me, I give 
hima complete rundown on each person there. I then warn him about the feral beings that are the most dangerous, and the types of both human and 
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near-human behavior that he can expect from beings equipped with strength, fangs, claws, and intelligence higher than that seen in animals. It has 
made me wonder if maybe it is not a good idea to try to “improve” on creation. 

“Watch out for this one,” I tell him, pointing to the part cheetah, feral child. “A week ago, she figured out how to escape from her cage, and 
killed two lab technicians.” Vitali’s eyes show a flash of fear. 

“How did she dothat?” he asks. 

“She watched the techs, and learned the code for her cage.” 

“My God!” Vitali says. “She can think.” 

“All of them do,” I say, giving him the basic warning all newcomers to CERN are given. “Never, ever underestimate their intelligence, no matter 
how much they still look or sound like animals. Always, always remember they have human DNA. This makes them dangerous.” 

“What did they do after this happened?” Vitali asks quietly. 

“They added biometric security to the cages, so that only full humans without any animal DNA can open the cages. Voice recognition and face 
recognition are also now needed.” I add, “She has been enraged ever since, so tread softly when near her cage.” 

The next two weeks passes all too slowly. Finally, with utter, complete relief, after a small ritual to Shiva at the altar before the passageway 
leading to my designated elevator for leaving, I pass through three security doors using biometric security. This is required since we want no chance 
that a transhuman could escape. In my parking space, a dark car is waiting for me. I get in, put my coffee thermos ina holder on the console, put some 
classical music onthe radio, and start the drive back to Italy. I will pick up another agent on the other side of the tunnel, and we will take turns driv- 
ing backto Rome. I can’t wait to get away from here. 

Back in Rome, I give my report. The team and I make several recommendations, including further reducing the length of rotations at CERN, 
allowing more time aboveground, soundproofing the transhuman enclosures (mikes in the cages would still allow the staff to track behaviors when 
needed, and the computers could flag any changes in vocalization patterns or unusual noises, or unusual movements), and adding another mental 
health support staff to increase the team number from three to four. I also strongly recommend that staff be allowed make a call at least once a week 
with the fathers and students they are the closest to who are not also at CERN; the enforced isolation from loved ones was another strong predictor 
of stress, alongside length of time there. This recommendation is accompanied with several ideas for minimizing the security concerns raised by 
there being frequent communications between the staff in CERN, and those in Rome and other facilities. I then go through the extensive amnesia 
programming used to wipe out my memories of CERN, programming that I actually want. Because nobody -absolutely nobody- wants to remember 
CERN once they have been there. 


This chapter shows some of the extraordinarily bad things that can occur when people listen to Satan, and do things that we were never meant to 
do, including tampering with human DNA. I first recovered memories of CERN in 2009, and was horrified at what I was remembering. I had a panic attack 
that lasted two days straight, as the programming to forget these underground labs kicked in. But I knew that I could not make this type of thing up. I didn’t 
WANT to make it up, I didn’t want it to be true, but like a terrible creature, this memory sat within my mind and did not go away. Once the panic eased off, 
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I was able to talk with the parts that had endured working at CERN. I learned that like all Jesuit trainers, I was sent there at intervals for years for periods 
that varied between 4 weeks and 6 weeks, to do these assessments and provide counseling for those who worked there. 

I had nightmares for weeks, after these memories came up, and helped myself through the time of remembering by reassuring myself: “I survived being 
there the first time, and I can survive remembering. I can remember, and stay sane”. I had to counteract several layers of security and amnesia barriers and 
punishments designed to prevent ever revealing this secret of the Jesuits: their transhuman and genetic experimentation. I had to deal with the sadness and 
despair as well that welled up, as I realized that human beings are actually capable of doing the kinds of things done at the labs in CERN -and yet, in spite 
of the emotional and spiritual cost of participating in this, continuing to do so. 

Just for the record: if anyone should go into the isolated Swiss villages searching for the tunnel entrances I describe here, I highly advise against doing 
so. The agents of the Knights of Malta that guard them will first attempt to divert anyone coming near, but if all other methods fail, they are trained to cre- 
ate “accidents” that are fatal for those without authorization who are too inquisitive. 
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Chapter 15: Misha in Israel 


I am 23 years old, and am in my Israeli presentation. While my real name is Mariam, everyone who knows me well calls me “Misha”. Here, lam 
a Jewish female of German descent. My aunt Gertrude raised me because my parents were killed in a freak auto accident when I was two years old. 
She came and got me from my parents’ kibbutz in Haifa when I was three years old. Gertrude had visited me from time to time while I was still in the 
kibbutz, but her work as a lawyer in Germany did not allow her to remain in Israel. She was finally able to secure a good consulting job the following 
year, and so took me to live with her in a suburb of Tel Aviv, a rapidly growing city in the 1960s. 

As an older child, I loved wandering some of the streets, enjoying the scent of coffee mixed with cardamom, of teas mixed with pungent 
smelling spices, andthe sight of rugs, linens, and various pots and pans for sale in the marketplace. I love visiting the ocean with my aunt and her 
friends, where the breeze is often soft and warm, and the sand crunches beneath my feet. I love this city and the areas surrounding it. I love the 
warm, friendly people of many nationalities who inhabit it. I love everything about this country of my birth. 

I am excited about a party that I have invited to. At this party will be two young Mossad officers. One is the brother of Tati, a good friend 
from school; the other man is the friend of Tati’s brother. The brother is several years older than his sister, but I did see him from time to time when 
visiting her home, as friends of younger sisters do. I had always hada crush on him, but I was younger then and naturally, he completely ignored me. 
Iam a young woman now so perhaps he might pay me a little more attention for once. I dress carefully and well, and apply my makeup expertly. My 
hair fallsin soft, loose curls around my face. My best friend, who was also invited, picks me up in her car. We laugh and joke on the way, and enter the 
doors of the home where the party is being held. 

There is music, wine, and a table filled with wonderful appetizers. I grab a glass, and pretend to take a sip, for I need my wits about me. I nibble 
on a plump olive on a skewer. I look around the room and spot Tati. 

“Tati, isn’t it a beautiful day today?” I greet her. “And you look beautiful as well,” Iadd honestly. With her dark hair and eyes, and the light blue 
top she is wearing, she truly is a lovely girl. I gaze around the room as if looking over who is there. 

“See anyone interesting?” I ask her with a slight smile. Like me, she has looked the room over. I have spotted Tati’s good-looking brother and 
his equally good-looking friend. 

“We-1-1-1,” she says, drawing out the syllables, “there is that young violin player whois third chair in the symphony”. I look where her eyes are 
directed, and see a nice-looking young man there talking with another man. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?” I whisper. “Let’s go meet him and his friend.” I hope that as we cross the room, Tati’s brother will notice us. 
I am reluctant to go up to him myself, recalling a few embarrassing incidences from my teen years where he had responded to my interest by treat- 
ing me like a stupid kid. 

Hours later, my strategy bears fruit. Tati’s brother walks across the room and approaches me. “Aren’t you Misha?” he asks. “I know I know you.” 
He has been “out of town” for three years so hasn't seen me for quite a while. 
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“Yes, I’m Misha. And you are Beni? I remember you too.” 

We start talking, and as the evening goes on to the late hours, we realize that we enjoy conversing with each other. Finally, I am the one to 
end our conversation. “It’s late, and I have to go to work tomorrow,” I say regretfully. “But I have enjoyed talking with someone who enjoys the same 
things I do.” 

“Let me drive you home,” he offers. I know that the girlfriend who drove me tothe party left an hour ago. 

“Thank you. You are a true gentleman.” I smile and we leave the party together. 

Tati is ecstatic when we meet the next day during our lunch break at a nearby park. She can’t stop talking about the young musician that she 
spent several hours chatting with the night before and is already dreaming of having a very special relationship with him. Close to the end of our 
lunch hour, she finally stops raving about the musician, gives me a sideways glance and says, “I saw you spent a long time talking to Beni. What did 
youtwo have to talk about?” 

I give a little laugh. “Oh, this and that. We both like art, and architecture, and botanical science,” I say. 

“Well, he talked with you longer than I’ve ever seen him talk to a girl before.” 

I look into her eyes, to assess her reaction to this. She seems pleased, so I can’t help blushing and looking down with a shy smile. 

A year later, Beniand I are married. We live in a condo near the beach in Tel Aviv, and we love to take walks on the beach whenever opportunity 
permits. Over the next few years, I will have three children with him: Abigail, Benjamin Jr. and Samuel. Unfortunately, Beni is killed in action while 
the two boys are still very young. As sons of a deceased Mossad agent who show promise, Benjamin and Samuel are recruited by the Mossad when 
they are adults. 


The Jesuits hate Israel and the Jewish people, and thus have invested a lot of time and effort attempting to infiltrate its military and intelligence 
organizations. They have spent decades building cover identities for its agents that span several generations, creating a pool of ‘sabras’ that would be wel- 
come in any military, intelligence, political, economic or spiritual role in Israeli society, given the right credentials. It would not be possible to infiltrate the 
Mossad and many other Israeli agencies otherwise, as these agencies are extremely cautious in their recruitment, and they forbid their agents from forming 
intimate relationships with individuals whose backgrounds cannot be completely traced and vetted as being safe for Israeli interest. During the time period 
described in this memory (and it won’t surprise me if this was still true), in order to prevent their agents from being seduced or otherwise hoodwinked by 
spies or assets from other countries or agencies, Mossad agents were trained to identify even subtle seduction and were also forbidden to reciprocate any 
interest shown by members of the opposite sex. All romantic relationships had to be clearly initiated by the agent himself and reported to the Mossad, and 
they were encouraged to only form relationships with women they had already known their whole lives. 

The need for impeccable multigenerational cover identities in Israel provides yet another example of why Jesuits program their people with presen- 
tation parts who only have memories and awareness of their lives with their families in their respective countries. Misha, my Israeli presenter, could pass 
perfectly as asabra who had grown up in Israel and whose family had been in Israel since its inception. 
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Misha was completely unaware that her interest in Beni, or her behavior during the party was the result of programming, or that her years of 
befriending his sister was on orders from the fathers. She was just as unaware that this programming was based on detailed intelligence on Beni where even 
what she wore to the party and how she styled her hair was calculated to be what he would find attractive. Misha also did not know that her reluctance to 
approach him was actually a strategy to keep him from having to avoid her because of the Mossad stricture against reciprocating romantic interest. Instead, 
she completely believed that she was feeling shy because of her embarrassing experiences of him showing her no interest at all when she was a teenager. Fur- 
thermore, Misha did not know that her still being a virgin at 23, or having only had a short dating relationship a couple of years ago, was not as she believed 
the result of natural modesty, shyness, or her rather proper upbringing under a strict aunt in a conservative community, but rather, because Mossad agents 
would only be allowed to marry virtuous maidens. Like the other presenters who are unaware of other parts within, Misha was completely unaware that the 
cult presenter was watching through her eyes and monitoring every step of the mission to entrap Beni, wearing her like a mask or pair of gloves for the mis- 
sion. Most of all, she did not know that the two sons she believed were conceived through a loving relationship with Beni were actually genetically-enhanced 
babies that had been implanted in her in a lab, or that his accidental death when she was pregnant with her second son was actually an assassination. 

When these memories came forward, I felt incredible sadness and self-disgust that I allowed myself to be used in this way against a nation who did 
not deserve this type of hatred —no nation does. I met parts inside who were incredibly loyal to Israel, who loved this land and had felt a deep sense of peace 
there despite the regional unrest and constant threat to its existence. But I also had parts who hated all Jews. Their hatred was created during early childhood 
when the fathers pretended to be Jewish and abused them horribly. These programming scenarios were similar in many ways to the anti-Christian setups 
done to meas an infant and very young child. I was horrified to realize that these feelings existed, and that in essence, I was hating myself, for I have Jewish 
DNA. It took time, tears and choosing to forgive myself and others, and to process the rage, pain and torment of the abuse memories, to help these parts that 
hated to understand that hate is never a solution to abuse. Then came the grief, the betrayal, as I realized that the “Jews” who had taught me to hate the Jew- 
ish people through their horrendous abuse were actually the fathers I loved, pretending to be Jews just to teach me to hate. 

I hated that they had taught me to hate, a hatred that has existed generationally within the Order (and the Catholic church) for many centuries. 
It took time, but I eventually came to embrace my own Jewish roots. It also took time to come to a place where my Jewishness was no longer a point of 
further amnesia and dissociation (as self-hatred will create dissociation). I am deeply grieved to see the rise of anti-Semitism around the world today, for 
this is simply part of the occultic agenda. Why would the occult hate the Jewish people? Because according to scripture, the Jewish race is where Jesus, the 
true Messiah, came from, and will be the people to which He first returns. There are prophecies in the parts of the Old Testament read by the Jewish people 
(Tanakh) about the true King of Israel (Messiah) returning through the east gate of Jerusalem, which I believe (and the occultists also believe). Their hope 
is that by destroying the Jewish race, or at the least, turning them away from their true Messiah by offering a false one (the “Light of the World”) they can 
grieve God’s heart, for He deeply loves the Jewish people, with whom He made lasting covenants that will endure throughout the centuries. Satan hates God, 
and therefore, hates the people that God loves, and so wants to wound God by wounding and turning away His people, the people called the “root” by the 
apostle Paul that gentiles have been “grafted into”. So, missions against Israel have a special importance with the Jesuit Order, and their first general (the one 
Just below the Superior General) oversees missions within Israel, helping to coordinate them and plan with others the strategies that will be used. 
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Chapter 16 Nephilim Project 


It is six months later, and I have been called to one of our facilities in southern Poland where we have a project to bring the Nephilim - 
the product of sexual relations between a human being and a spiritual being — back to earth. Almost two years ago, a viable male Nephilim fetus, 
born prematurely at seven anda half months, has been raised in the Polish facility in an old isolated monastery. The birth mother, weakened while 
carrying the fetus due to the spiritual oppression, died during the birth in spite of new support strategies being tested (such as having two others 
with high spiritual ability help to surround her and “take” some of the oppression). I and other trainers have been visiting frequently to assess and 
learn what such creatures need. One chilling fact that we have learned is that it required human blood to be mixed in with its formula in order for it 
to grow. This was not new information to us as the ancient knowledge supposedly preserved from Atlantis and other cultures already informed us 
of this. Nonetheless, it was chilling to have it confirmed in front of us. 

As this baby grew, it did not look fully human. It was taller than normal for its age, with elongated limbs, and was very pale in color. Its 
personality traits from earliest infancy were quite different from fully human babies. This little being liked violence; it did not have the natural 
antipathy to it often seen in human babies. We did not have to overcome a natural human reluctance to kill. In fact, we quickly realized that our 
training efforts had to focus on bonding it strongly with several human beings, and preventing it from killing indiscriminately by teaching it instead 
when and how it was okay to kill. 

As I walked onto the grounds of the monastery, the father over this facility, Father Andreas, greets me. “I’m glad you're here,” he said. “I want 
youto see something.” 

He leads me down a path behind the monastery worn over the centuries by many feet. Here was a barn for the cows and goats and a large 
chicken coop for the chickens that provided the facility staff with fresh eggs. As we get closer, I suddenly stop. Scattered in a heap next to the coop 
were the bodies of dozens of chickens. Each one had its head snapped off. The heads were strewn over the yard. Some looked like if they had been 
chewed on. I looked at Andreas, surprised. 

“Lat got out yesterday afternoon on his own. He went to the chicken yard, and did this.” Andreas tells me. He looks over the yard, shaking his 
head slightly as he does so. 

Iam shaken. Normal children do not do this. Even human children who have sociopathic or psychopathic traits do not killin this violent way 
at two and a half years old just for the love of killing. I have no profiles, no databases, to teach me what to do in a situation like this. Iam in new ter- 
ritory, like Andreas and the other fathers. 

“What should we do?” he asks me. 

I have no idea. “I want to talkto Lat,” I finally say. I realize that I need more information on what happened from the child himself. He is sitting 
at a low table in the secure nursery that is two levels under the monastery building. Few toys are in the room, in which the walls have been left their 
original dull grey. We have learned that he has little interest in the usual attractions of early childhood. Lat’s snack, I can see, is fresh raw hamburger 
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mixed with cooked. The fathers have been trying to get him to get used to eating cooked meat. At this point, he hates cooked meat and will only eat 
it if it is drizzled with fresh blood. 

“Why did you kill the chickens?” Iask him. 

Lat uses his mind more than verbal speech to communicate with me. “I liked the noise they make when I killed them.” To this tiny child, the 
chickens were not pets or providers of food, but a source of amusement. “I didn’t want them to die so fast,” Lat communicates. 

To my horror, I realize he did not mean he didn’t want them to die. Rather, he was sorry that they died too quickly and so ended his amusement 
all too soon. 

I leave the room. Taking Andreas and two other trainers from the facility with me, I call up the training council and Mattheo by sat-link 
conference on a highly secure channel protected by biometrics. I describe the incident, and then ask, “What should we do?” This child could be very 
dangerous as he grows larger and stronger. He will likely not limit his amusement to chickens. We would be fools to not take caution now before he 
grows any older. 

“I think that this child had insufficient socialization and bonding to humans,” says Mattheo. We all nod our heads, agreeing. 

“So, what do I do with a remarkably strong and healthy child that is basically without conscience, one that has only one real human bond, to 
Andreas? He can control him, but not forever.” I ask the question that is in all of our minds. The implications for the future are dreadful. 

“You will have to put him down,” Lizzie says quietly. 

Weare all silent a moment. One of the first Nephilim to be born, a child treasured as a product of a century of hard work, and it must die. 

“Tagree,” Mattheo says regretfully. “We can’t risk more deaths, including our own deaths, as it gets older.” 

“Tagree,” I say. “But let me study him and collect a bit more data first. Maybe the information I can get will help us improve things next time.” 
We were committed to this project, in spite of its risks. 

“Go ahead,” Mattheo tells me. “But don’t get hurt yourself.” 

I nodin agreement. Over the next week, I assess and try different interventions with this unusual toddler to see what might work, and what 
doesn’t. Because I have strong theta skills, I can sense the toddler’s glee when the twice daily ritual at the facility is done. Its glee seems born not out 
of spirituality, but an innate malice towards human beings and adeep enjoyment of their deaths. I then, for the first time, start to really wonder what 
we are bringing into the world. The immortals have assured us it is good and necessary to bring about these half-human creatures, but deep in my 
gut, I sense they are wrong. Of one thing I am sure: this toddler is not “good” in any sense of the word that I am aware of. In fact, it seems to be the 
opposite. 

Lat submits surprisingly docilely to the numerous brain scans, being rewarded with raw beef liver each time. We spend hours talking. He 
enjoys this, since I can use theta skills to communicate, which is easier than speech at this young age. The problem is that he also delights in putting 
horrifying thoughts into my mind as we communicate, thoughts which cause me to turn white upon which he squeals with malicious delight. Lat 
doesn’t enjoy playing with inanimate objects much. He can already read but is not interested in books or creative pursuits like drawing or coloring 
either. He hounds me to get more chickens to replace the ones that died. And he knows that I know why he is asking. His perception and intelligence 
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are unfortunately focused on whatever would cause me distress when we are together. His physical health and strength are also beyond ordinary 
and his theta ability is extremely advanced for his age in comparison to human children. I silently thank all immortals that we have never taught 
this child to use its theta ability to kill and that we had the sense and caution to not go into that aspect of his training. We know this child would 
have been killing much more than chickens if we had — and that he will teach himself all too soon to kill humans. I shudder at the thought of what a 
tantrum by this child would look like as he got older, if he was denied something he wanted. 

We add the week’s information to the meticulous records obtained by Andreas and his team since the child's birth. Then the time comes. It 
will have to be put down. I know that I cannot be in the room as this child would be able to “read” the intent using his theta connection with me, and 
would try to kill us all or escape. So, Andreas and several of the other fathers go into the room. Andreas has brought in a small bowl of raw bloody 
lamb liver and organ meats. This is Lat’s favorite meal which Andreas has poisoned. He gives a dose that is much larger than would be required fora 
human child of the same size, to ensure that death will be quick, and hopefully painless. 

It is not. The toddler becomes violently ill, struggling as though with an almost superhuman power to live. Andreas finally has to inject Lat 
with a sedative combined with more poison; it takes ten times the normal dose until the child finally closes his eyes, and stops breathing. I watch 
all of this from a video monitor in the next room. When the child is dead, I come back in. I feel a chill, and something like darkness in the room, 
a darkness that seems to hover there, before it finally seems to rise and leave. We are all emotionally drained by this experience. Father Andreas is 
weeping silently. He had loved this child, dangerous as it was, and feels thatin some way, he has failed by not being able to teach the child not to kill. 

“You didn’t fail,” I tell him later that evening. “We still don’t understand how these children think, or learn, and you have no way of knowing 
what to do -or what not to do.” But as I say these words of comfort, I realize that I, also, felt a failure as well. For I also do not understand these little 
half-human beings, not enough to prevent tragedies like this. 

The next day, Father Andreas puts in a request with his bursar for more chickens, and I leave the monastery to return to Rome. Lizzie, Simon, 
and I will return in a year when another nephilim is born after eight months in the womb, and as a result looks more human. We continue our work 
to develop effective strategies for bonding these beings to human beings which they inherently despise and enjoy destroying, andto teach them to 
control their lust for killing. 


The job as a trainer was often difficult and dangerous in part due to projects such as described in this chapter. We were doing things that were 
prompted by Satan and other demonic beings, things that should never occur. Our attempts to mate human beings with spiritual beings to birth hybrids 
seems to in fact mimic a key factor in provoking the destruction of the world by the great flood, according Genesis 6:1-8. We called the creatures “nephilim”, 
the word that the Bible also uses to describe these beings. We mouthed the words that the Nephilim project would advance civilization and we were heavily 
programmed to believe in this ridiculous lie, but listening to the demonic is always, always avery bad idea, as this chapter shows. 

The Nephilim project is one of three huge reasons why several years later, I will choose to leave the Jesuit Order. Deep within under my programming 
and indoctrination, I realized that what we were doing was an atrocious, unspeakable degree of evil, and that we were creating beings not only with no love 
or care for mankind but also an enthusiastic commitment to mankina’s destruction. Deep within, I knew that even if those who were occultists could not 
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destroy the world (see Chapter 17 for more details on this agenda), then these beings, when old enough, would have no trouble in doing so. This chapter 
shows the deep deception that those of us trapped in the occultic world and beliefs of the Jesuit Order were vulnerable to: we could not see how evil and 
destructive the things were that we were doing, and at moments when that realization flashed through our consciences and minds, those thoughts were im- 
mediately suppressed due to our mind control and lifetime of programming. 

When these memories first came forward, I was racked with shame and anguish. “How could I have done these things? How could I have been part 
of bringing this type of horror into the world, help to unleash this type of destructive being on creation?” The simple answer, which is no excuse, is “I was 
programmed to believe, since I was in the womb, that what I was doing was right.” The reality, as this chapter illustrates, is that even in spite of this pro- 
gramming and mind control, when confronted with sheer, unfettered evil, I still recognized at a deep level that “this is wrong”. And this caused me to begin 
a process of questioning the events and people who had assured me for a lifetime that obeying Satan and doing what he asks is “ascending” and becoming 
“better.” As the years passed and I was tasked with more and more evil, it was getting harder and harder to deny that every idea of Satan that I had seen exe- 
cuted during my lifetime in this group showed the reverse: that he actually wants the destruction of human beings, and does not care about giving humanity 
a “hand up”. Instead, he would like to see us create “hell on earth”. The programming facilities, Nephilim projects, and CERN all certainly are types of hell. 

This is why I have chosen to leave this former belief system, and choose to believe in the God who created heaven and earth; a God who loves mankind, 
a God who in His wisdom forbids the kind of activities that I am describing as I share about my life as a Jesuit Father. I believe that we are within a last 
generation before Jesus returns to earth (I don’t know when, but believe it can’t be long), because of the sheer evil that is being done by men and women who 
are enslaved tothe demonic. I believe that in His mercy, God will stop this type of activity, and not allow it to continue unchecked. I am grateful that the Bible 
shares that God’s kingdom is unshakeable, and that HIS kingdom -and NOT the hellish, destructive kingdom of the occult — will reign forever. I know which 
kingdom I want to belong to, and this is why I left the Order eventually. 
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Chapter 17: Head Trainer 


Iam now in my mid-20s, and spend plenty of time in the main programming facility in Rome as a trainer. This facility has been my real home 
since I was an infant. Working here feels natural, despite how each day opens and closes with rituals done to Shiva at sunrise and sunset. In our 
worldview, she is the god who destroys mortality in order to allow immortality to ascend from within. We call on her to help with programming 
which we claim is a means of controlling a person’s mortality to make complete obedience to Satan possible, which in turn makes immortality and 
reaching for the greater good possible. None of us dare to admit that the ‘mortality’ which makes a person resist abuse, murder and exploitation of 
self and others is not ‘weakness’ or ‘folly’ but in fact, it is our precious human conscience. (Note: the Jesuit Order depicts Shiva as female, despite Shiva 
being male in Hinduism). 

I just have been asked to run this facility because Mattie has been reassigned to lead the facilities in Poland and East Germany. I cringe at the 
thought of the added responsibility but “no” is never an option in the Order. Hopefully, in a few years, this position will be handed over to another of 
the many talented trainers in the Order. I am grateful that Mattie will still remain highly involved, shuttling between the three locations as needed. 
My work involves overseeing the other highly skilledtrainers who continuously evaluate, revise and implement the programming and training plans 
for the babies, children and adult agents. We are also developing the plans for the upcoming group of new babies. While every of batch of babies 
is special, we are really excited about this group because the oracles have prophesied that they will bring in the long-awaited Light of the World 
(dubbed by some as the “antichrist”). Not just that, but they also comprise the Generation 12 and Generation 13 series of genetic enhancements. 
These babies are expected to be significantly brighter and stronger in every way than the previous generations. 

When the babies are born, two in particular catch my interest. Both are girls, one with blond hair and light brown eyes, and the other has 
black hair and black eyes. They have fiery temperaments, able to hate and love with equal passion, and from their first day, they are extraordinarily 
responsive to any show of affection or abuse. I fallin love with them from the first day I see them. I carry them one at atime in turns ina sling fora 
few hours a day, even when I am working in the labs, in order to create a strong bond between us. This is a new training protocol we are instituting 
with many of the G12 and G13 babies who are showing signs of being very strong thetas. The trainers believe that the extra attachment will help 
to prevent these children from using their abilities to maim or kill those who train them as they get older. We are careful as well to ensure that each 
baby has sling time with at least four trainers on regular rotations to increase the likelihood that there will be atrainer present capable of controlling 
the child. This is important as each father has multiple roles and many duties. If only one or two fathers are bonded to the child and they are away 
from the facility ona different job when the child has a crisis, it could create a difficult situation. The sling time will also help to counter the traumas 
that these infants must endure to develop their theta skills. 

While the new protocol is ostensibly for improving training, in my heart, I am delighted to be permitted to be more nurturing than I had ever 
been allowed to be before. I am sure that the other trainers feel the same way. As I watch the other trainers embrace this new protocol, I realize that 
we will have to be careful that we do not end up favoring these babies over the older children that we had not been allowed to attach as deeply with. 
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Besides carrying babies in slings, my days are divided between observing and providing feedback on the ongoing programming of the 
children, programming the children that have been assigned to me, and reviewing recordings of sessions and reports. The programming (trauma- 
based mind control) reports and sessions often overlap with training (education in various skills) reports and sessions. This work is interspersed 
with endless meetings with the other trainers to discuss the progress of each person being trained and programmed. We use numerous sources of 
information to evaluate the progress: reports generated by the programming and medical AI, human intuition, direct observation, the programmed 
subject’s self-reports, and so on. 

We all work together as ateam to ensure that each child is receiving the best programming and training that we can give, mutually valuing 
one another's suggestions, insights, opinions and ideas. I might be “head trainer” here, but I would be nothing without a good team, and we all know 
it. Weare also all mentoring younger students, who are learning to become skilled trainers themselves, just as we were mentored. Life in the facility 
consists of programming, mentoring and relationships between those working there, and if someone has an issue with how things are being done, 
or a suggestion for how to improve things, I welcome them, as we all do. We well know that one individual should never make all of the decisions. 
The best strategies are created with the back and forth, and lively argument, that mark leadership meetings in the various councils of the Order. The 
only time this give and take that promotes sharing new ideas is squelched is when Satan is personally present, and dictates a new order. Then, the 
other trainers and I must meekly bow and either agree, or ask a carefully couched question to highlight concerns about potential negative effects of 
the order on the children, but couched oh, so carefully, in order to not appear to be directly questioning his demand. 

After a training council meeting, I go into Lizzie’s office. “I’m tired,“ I tell my sister. “I wish we could take a break and go sailing.” I look up at the 
ceiling, and close my eyes. “I guess I’ve just put in too many hours this week.” 

“We all have,” Lizzie says. She looks and sounds tired, too. “This new batch of babies is very energetic, and seems to have a lot of theta skills 
already. They need lots of nurture, too, to balance it.” 

“You're right,” I agree. “What do you think I should do about Melisandre?” I am asking about a young female infant who is developing rapidly. 
I value my sister’s opinion, and ask her and Mattie frequently for advice with the children who demonstrate capabilities beyond that demonstrated 
by previous genetic generations. The children from G12 and G13 are smarter than me, and I need some thoughts from others on how to approach 
these highly intelligent babies with precocious theta skills. 

“Lots of love, but don’t be too easy on them,” Lizzie advises. 

I think of one precious little baby who is easy to love, and who already is ahandful. The day before, she had used her theta skills to knock down 
a trainer who had made her angry, at atime that was unexpected — months ahead of normal. I agree with Lizzie’s assessment, but I wonder if lots 
of love will be enough with these babies who are already being taught to kill just by using their minds. It makes me and the other trainers decide to 
provide even more extra nurturing and bonding time. We don’t want to die suddenly ofa heart attack in a few months from a toddler who is furious 
with us. These babies are capable of being very dangerous. We know we have to direct their rage away from us, and towards the correct targets: them- 
selves, or those we want them to kill. At times, it feels as if we are walking a fine tightrope. 
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I fleetingly wonder how long Mengele would have lived if he had been working with these super theta babies. Not long, I think to myself, ‘They 
would have dropped him like a toad during the first month.’ Somehow, the thought gives me a perverse sense of pleasure, then I feel a bit uncomfortable. 
For while I am not Mengele, I know that at times as a trainer, I use painful and harsh methods. I feel a quick flash of guilt and wonder if I, one day, 
will be dropped like a toad by one of them, and that perhaps I do indeed deserve such an end. I push the thoughts aside, and look at my schedule for 
the rest of the day. 


A Question from a Child 


I am 30 years old. Several of the children we are raising in the Rome facility are my genetic children. These children actually have more than 
two parents, as we combine DNA from several individuals for each child in our genetic program. I love all the children in the facility, whatever our 
degree of biological relationship. One child, however, Althea, is special. She has dark eyes, black hair, and is incredibly perceptive and intelligent. I 
secretly call her my daughter in my heart, but Iam, as all good trainers are, careful to treat her the same as I treat the other children. She is one of the 
first children from Generation 13. The oracles have indicated that this generation, and especially this child, will have a huge impact on the future. 
But this child is a challenge. She is constantly asking very difficult questions, and many of the trainers dread the task of keeping up with her. 

When Althea is three years old, she challenges us in a way that we will remember for years. This child asks for a meeting with the training 
council, consisting of the 12 head trainers for the Jesuit Order. She says that she has an important question for us, and I can sense the deep 
earnestness of her request. Asit is the end of November, the entire council is already in Rome, close by or onthe way back, for our year-end meetings 
regarding the training and programming going on across our facilities in various countries. I arrange for Althea to ask her question at the beginning 
of our first meeting. 

As we sitin our council chairs, this little three-year old comes before us and asks a question that floors us, “Why do we all fear and obey Satan? 
Wouldn't our lives be better if we just stopped doing that?” 

Her question is greeted by a thunderous silence. None of us has a good response to this question. In fact, this question strikes at the heart of all 
our own programming, which is based upon a terror of disobeying Satan and obeying every single command in word and spirit. Finally, Mattie re- 
sponds, “That wouldn’t work. He would torture and kill us, or force others to torture and kill us if we did that.” 

“Not if we all agree together not to obey him. Then he couldn’t force us to hurt and kill anyone,” the child, Althea, replies with flawless logic. 
Again, silence greets her. 

Althea is courageous. She stares at each of us with bright inquisitive eyes, a child surrounded by adults, genuinely curious about how we will 
answer her. After all, her question makes perfect sense to her. 

“This is a spiritual question, one for the mages,” Jonathan mutters. “Let’s call them in, too.” He wants to fob this question off on another 
leadership group, and not take responsibility for having no answer. After all, if we have no good answer, we will look like fools before this child. 
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I text the mage council, telling them there is an emergency meeting in the Training Council room and that their presence is requested ASAP. 
Six show up within a half hour, including the three top mages, and we share with them what is going on. 

Althea stands curious and unafraid before both councils. When prompted, she asks again, “Why don’t we all together agree to stop obeying 
Satan? Why do we let him bully us and tell us what to do? Wouldn't our lives be better if we just stopped doing that?” 

The mages are absolutely shocked. No one has ever openly asked this question before, and certainly no child has. Despite my programming, I 
am rooting for my daughter, but also realize that this question could end in avery slow and painful death for her. The Jesuit Order is predicated upon 
obeying Satan, and booting him from this position of ultimate authority is...unthinkable. It goes against everything we have all been programmed 
to believe. It is the one thing we are all terrified of even thinking. Yet this three-year-old, traumatized and programmed since her days in the womb, 
is saying these things out loud. To all of us. 

The head mages consult together, muttering and hemming. One finally speaks. Even before she opens her mouth, I can tell from her and the 
other mages’ body language that they have no satisfactory answer either. “This child is much too young to understand spiritual realities fully and 
her question comes from this ignorance,” the head of the mage council, a woman named Janus, declares. “What on earth have you been doing in 
her training and programming? Obviously, you” — she points at the training council — “have failed her utterly in not addressing this type of childish 
immaturity.” 

My sister, Lizzie, who is one of the 12 head trainers, takes Althea out of the room and returns her to her classes. We all sit silently, no one daring 
to voice our thoughts, as we wait for Lizzie to return. When she returns, both councils immediately begin discussing what to do with Althea, and 
how to teach her the “wisdom” of fearing and obeying Satan that her “wiser” elders have learned both from their experience, and the experience of 
the centuries. Despite the sheer busyness of this time of the year and the long agenda the training council originally had for this meeting, dealing 
with Althea now took precedence; Althea’s brief question and simple logic unraveled not just our programming, but also the very foundation of life 
in the Order. If this was the kind of thinking that our brilliant new generations were capable of, then we needed plans for addressing the problem. 

After sketching plans for programming away such ‘childish folly’ from Althea and assessing the other children for such concerns, I leave the 
room, unspeakably saddened. The Christmas decorations seem three shades duller than they were just two hours before when I had walked down 
the hallway towards the meeting room. I knew that my daughter’s questions were excellent. I hear my own voice, betraying my own programming, 
deep inside my head echoing Althea’s question, “What if we all do stop obeying Satan? How might life be different for those of us in the Order?” I keep 
these questions unspoken, and hidden from my own programmers, deep inside. 

This event shows that children do question things, despite the constant indoctrination, enculturalization and programming. Althea showed excep- 
tional courage and insight. She saw and dared to state the truth that we were slaves to Satan, and that life would be better if we stopped listening to him. 
How sad it is that questions like this are squelched, punished and “programmed away”. How I wish we could have asked the same question, and acted on her 
advice to all stop obeying him together. In spite of being “leadership” we ourselves were all mind controlled and programmed, and were slaves of Satan as 
surely as if we had golden rings in our noses that he could pull on anytime he wished. This was the sad reality behind the spirituality of the Order, thenand 
now. 
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Prenatal Programming 


It is early morning, and I steel myself for my rounds in the areas of the facility in Rome dedicated to prenatal programming. Such program- 
ming is based on exploiting the fetus’ emotional and physical dependency onthe mother. Cult researchers discovered in the late 30s and 40s that the 
fetus can be reliably conditioned to obey if the mother is the one giving the commands, and the one punishing and rewarding the fetus. They also 
discovered that a fetus will take actions against her or her own instincts (such as allowing himself or herself to be electrocuted without trying to 
wiggle away) to save its birthmother from pain or death, or to keep the birthmother from getting angry at it. Prenatal programming involves tremen- 
dous trauma to the women and child, so this is the aspect of my job as a trainer that I hate the most. 

The prenatal programming section is defended by several layers of security. Every inch is monitored by cameras and microphones. Pressure-, 
movement- and heat-sensing devices in strategic places also contribute to security. No birthmother has ever escaped the facility. The majority of 
the rooms here are perfectly soundproof with no windows; the birthmothers have no hint of what a programming session for the fetus involves 
until they are experiencing it themselves. I greet the programmers and students who have been on night shift with the birthmothers. We have a 
brief meeting; all is progressing as expected and they have nothing significant or concerning to report. I take another half hour to review with two 
students the files for the three birthmothersI will be working with today. This is longer than I usually take as these students are only 9 years old and 
it is their first year of being mentored in prenatal work. 

Our first subject for the day is the mother Cerine and the fetus Fiona whois 26 weeks old. Fiona has shown herself to be remarkably resilient: 
her heartrate and blood pH usually returns to normal 30% faster than average after a trauma for a fetus of her age, and she is able to tolerate higher 
than average levels of pain. Just as importantly, she shows signs of being highly programmable: she obeys Cerine and the programmers very quickly, 
typically dissociates into responsive rather than catatonic states, and responds to cues and triggers consistently and correctly with the desired 
behaviors that she was previously taught. The fathers are very hopeful that Fiona has whatit takes to accept and survive her prenatal programming, 
and so be one of the new Jesuit babies born in the coming year. 

Cerine greets me enthusiastically when I walk into the lab. To prevent the fetus from developing an aversion to the programmers’ voices, all 
the birthmothers are programmed to feel great affection and trust for them, and to dissociate any negative feelings from being tortured by them. 
I smile at her and watch carefully as the two 9-year-olds gently and quickly help Cerine to position herself comfortably on the programming table. 
They then strap her in, and attach the monitoring devices and other devices to her and Fiona. 

I feel a slight pang that I quickly suppress as I insert a needle into the wombthrough one of the semi-permanent tubes left in the birthmother 
for passing objects in and out of the womb. Fiona has already learned to allow herself to be hurt upon command by the birthmother, and also when- 
ever the birthmother shows distress. Today, we will be introducing her to the next stage of her training: instead of just passively allowing herself to 
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be hurt, she hasto learn to actively inflict pain on herself when ordered to. I hit a button on the side of the table that causes the needle to light up in- 
side the womb. 

At my cue, Cerine states firmly into the microphone that transmits her voice clearly into her womb, “Goto the needle.” 

The fetus, anticipating pain, hesitates. She already knows from much experience that needles, clamps, electric probes and other foreign ob- 
jects in the womb cause horrible pain. 

I give the birthmother the verbal code and hand gesture for ‘bad baby’ i.e., punish the baby. We usually accompany oral cues with hand signals 
because we believe that even though the fetus cannot see outside the womb, his or her synchronicity with the mother means that he or she will be 
more responsive tothe signals later in life. 

“Bad baby!” the birth mother screams without missing a beat. “Bad baby! You didn’t obey instantly! I hate you!” With these words, the birth 
mother starts pounding on her stomach. Simultaneously, one of my students delivers electric shocks to the womb through another probe that was 
inserted at the beginning of the programming session. Baby Fiona quivers, almost dancing from the pain within the womb, trying fruitlessly to es- 
cape the shock. 

I give the birthmother the verbal code and hand gesture for “save me”. Immediately, Cerine screams, “Save me from the pain!” She is in severe 
distress, since she also feels the shocks that feel like fire running through her abdomen. She continues, “The only way it will stop is if you obey! The 
only way it will stop is if you obey!” 

I hold my hand up in the pause signal. Cerine falls silent at once, and the student stops the electric shocks. For several moments, there is no 
discernable activity in the programming room, other than Cerine’s gasping pants as she tries to recover her breath. I watch on the monitor to see if 
Fiona has stopped quivering. It is critical to give a fetus of this age a pause so that it does not just go into sheer panic or overwhelm and be unable 
to obey the next command. Sheer panic and overwhelm is useful for causing dissociation, but today’s goal was not to teach dissociation, but rather, 
conditioning the fetus to actively hurt herself. Within four weeks, the fetus will be considered developed enough that the pause will no longer be 
given. Instead, she will be expected to hear and response toa second command to obey even through the pain and distress of being punished. 

Again, on cue, Cerine states firmly, “Go to the needle!” 

We all hold our breaths for amoment. Fiona is extraordinarily responsive, but most fetuses do require several rounds of torture before they 
will capitulate to actively hurt themselves. However, she wiggles her tiny arms and legs, swims hard towards the brightly lit needle, allowing it to 
pierce her upper arm. She quivers in pain and distress, opening and closing her tiny hands. 

Iimmediately withdraw the needle as the birthmother starts rubbing her belly and cooing, 

“Good baby, good baby, you obeyed me, I love you so much. Always obey me instantly and I will always love you.” 

Once again, Fiona has started her day with another experience of associating instant obedience, even to a command that brings pain, with 
maternal love and comfort, and any hesitation to obey with severe pain and rejection. Through many hours of such experiences in the womb, this 
lesson will be retained at an unconscious level as a foundation to that individual's lifelong mind control by the cult. 
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After the programming session is over, I assess both the birth mother and fetus for their physiological and emotional responses; the other 
members of the programming team are doing the same for the birth mothers and fetuses they are working with. Over the next five minutes, 
heartrates for both return to normal, and the birth mother is given an excellent meal before she is given permission to spend the rest of the morning 
in the recreation area of the prenatal section. In the afternoon, this programming session will be repeated to help Fiona deeply absorb this lesson. 

“You did well,” I tell Cerine. “I will see you both tomorrow.” 


Prenatal programming reflects the knowledge the Jesuits gained from Mengele that the birthmother herself should be heavily involved in program- 
ming the developing child. Because of how deeply connected to and dependent the fetus is on the birthmother for survival, safety and attachment, he 
discovered that beliefs and emotions instilled and modeled by the birthmother go very deeply into a fetus’s psyche. In other words, programming installed 
by a birthmother is much harder for that person to question and break later in life. Since his discovery, the Jesuits have used the birthmother as a fetus’ first 
and most beloved ‘programmer’. As a foundation for a lifetime of mind control, it is the birthmother’s voice that gives instructions to the developing fetus. 
Most importantly, the birthmother conditions the fetus to obey her by cooing in love if the fetus responds as desired, and berates, rejects and punishes the 
fetus if she or he does not. 

These birth mothers are young women around 18 years old. They are obtained from other occult groups, generally the smaller, and less wealthy and 
powerful ones. The Jesuits pay these groups well for selling them healthy, already dissociative female toddlers. Not all the children are bought, as some are 
given to us in exchange for favors, services or protection. The Jesuits raise these children in another isolated facility where they are trained and programmed 
to be able to help program their fetuses, and to believe that becoming a birthmother is the greatest joy and privilege in the world. The programmers do a final 
careful assessment before selecting women for each batch of babies, looking for mental and physical resilience, how well their programming has taken and 
the young woman’s commitment to the new world order. The mages also assess the women spiritually, seeking guidance from the ‘immortals’ as to which 
women should be carrying the next group of children. Those who are rejected are either sent to CERN to carry the genetic experiments there, or reassigned to 
be used as human subjects in our other labs. 

While it is not described in this chapter, the birthmother also trains the fetus to obey the voices of the programmers, Satan and other spiritual beings. 
They speak into microphones hooked up to tiny speakers placed in the womb. Depending on the program to be installed, the birthmother pleads with, bar- 
gains with, orders, or requests that the fetus obeys programmers’ voices just as he or she obeys her. She similarly trains him or her to obey “Satan” and other 
“spiritual beings” (usually the programmers dressed up as these creatures). The birthmother is put through many scenarios to ‘prove’ to the fetus that she 
and the fetus are completely dependent on the programmers and Satan for safety, attachment, purpose and wisdom, and that instant obedience and com- 
plete trust (believing everything that they say) is essential. 

According to my memories, the programming to make the baby obey the programmers and spiritual beings in the same way they obey the birthmother 
is installed over the second trimester. During this time, the programmers and ‘spirits’ also spend time loving, comforting and rescuing the fetus and the birth- 
mother in order to create a deep bond. The second trimester bonding between fetus and the programmers is critical because as the pregnancy progresses into 
the third trimester, the birthmother is put through increasingly, incredibly brutal torture that results in her eventually being unable to speak to or comfort 
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the fetus. As her mind departs due to the continuous inhumane torture, the fetus experiences complete abandonment by the birthmother. At this stage, the 
fetus’ only attachment figures that remain are thus the programmers and the ‘spiritual beings’. The birthmother is killed at birth, which is intended to bring 
the child’s sense of abandonment and grief regarding her to a peak, accompanied by a complete emotional dependence on her remaining attachment figures. 

However, starting on the first day after birth, an adult female programmer acting tender and loving combined with recordings and AI generated 
‘deepfakes’ of the birthmother’s voice in the womb is used to deceive the baby into believing that Satan and the programmers have the ability to give him 
or her time with the birthmother. Naturally, they can only do so if the baby is completely obedient and diligent. This gives the baby very strong motivation 
to work hard and obey the programmers. Throughout a Jesuit agent’s life, core parts that are fetuses and very young infants are called up in programming 
studios designed to look like the womb or the infant nursery, then are given nurturing time with the ‘birthmother’ as a way of reinforcing the person’s 
commitment to their programming. In fact, the birthmother’s voice speaking particular codes is typically a core system access key for members of the Jesuit 
Order, and the birthmother’s voice, along with Satan’s voice, can be ‘used’ to give system wide instructions. The programmer who plays an individual’s 
‘birthmother’ typically is among that individual’s primary programmers, since this role gives them access to the person’s deepest core system. 

In Jesuit programming, the birthmother is also therefore a very important internal controller with the authority to ‘punish’ or ‘reward’ the core 
system and other systems. During a child’s first year, the programmers will induce the child’s system to ‘create’ parts who are internal birthmothers that 
maintain the child’s programming through internal punishment and reward. This dynamic between parts replicates the conditional love experienced in the 
womb, perpetuating the belief that disobedience equates rejection, grief, pain and loss, and obedience equates love and security. This internal birthmother 
is also taught to report any anomalies or problems in the systems to the external programmers. The system's ‘big secret’ kept away from the core systems’ 
awareness is that the birthmother has already died, and that the cult is just using her image and voice to manipulate and control them. 

Healing my prenatal programming therefore involved grieving some of the most painful losses and betrayals that the youngest parts of me had been 
through. It felt completely unbearable and overwhelming to face how my birthmother had betrayed me in the womb and taught me to be a slave. She had 
been wrong. She had lied to me. It felt no less unbearable to face the fact that my birthmother had died, and that all these years, the deepest core reward 
that my system worked for — to be held and rocked by my ‘birthmother’ — was a complete farce. It felt at first as if I could not survive the pain of it. I prayed 
for God to hold me through it, and for His help to hold and comfort these littlest, most profoundly wounded, exploited and confused parts of me — the very 
foundations of my systems and mind control. As I held the parts who looked like my birthmother, I had to acknowledge just how much, all my life, I had just 
wanted a mother’s love. Not only had it been stolen from me, but they had used my need for my mother’s love to manipulate me. 

AsI grieved how my birthmother had failed to protect me and processed my rage at her betrayal, I realized something that shocked my system: my 
birthmother was only a frightened, helpless teenager. She was not this powerful being that my entire world had been dependent on, and I had never ever been 
powerful enough, despite what she told me, to ‘rescue’ her from her pain by complying with the programming. I, too, was merely a frightened, helpless child. 
We were both in the hands of foolish perpetrators who hardened their own hearts in their own fear in order to continue obeying Satan. There was nothing 
different she could have done, just as there was nothing different that I could have done. We were both prisoners. Compassion for myself and her started to 
come in. This was accompanied by the deepest sorrow and regret for my own role as a prenatal programmer, for all that I myself had done to birthmothers 
and their fetuses, first when I was a student in training, then when I was a programmer myself. It was an even harder journey to forgive myself and believe 
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that God would forgive me. I hope that by sharing the information in this chapter, along with my other publications on prenatal programming (see my book 
It’s Not Impossible, and my blog www.svalispeaks.wordpress.com), that it might help others who have been harmed by such wickedness to find some valida- 
tion and healing. 


Programming my presenter children 


Iam 27 years old, and I am in the main programming facility in Rome. On the third underground level, the other Jesuit programmers and I 
have set up a studio that looks just like Jean’s (the French presenter’s) living room. It is sophisticated enough that the summer ‘sunshine’ that come 
in through the wide windows overlooking Jean's ‘side garden’ seems absolutely real, as does the faint smell of flowers wafting in from the garden. 
Instead of my white programmer's coat with my hair pulled back in a bun, my hair is loose around my face which is how Jean usually wears her hair 
at home, and I am wearing her clothes. In the observation room, the programmers on the team will monitor the session in the ‘living room’ through 
strategically placed microphones and cameras. They can communicate directly with me through a small speaker placed in my ear. 

In another room that leads right into the ‘living room’, one of the children, Joseph, who is programmed to be Jean Paul, Jean’s three-and-a- 
half-year-old son, is being prepared for the session. Father Francis, one of his other primary programmers, tells Joseph’s internal White Rabbit part 
to fetch Jean Paul from the French section of the internal Wonderland, and bring him up the rabbit hole. After a few seconds, the White Rabbit lets 
Francis know that Jean Paul is now at the top of the rabbit hole. He thanks the White Rabbit then informs the shell controller, Andromeda, that the 
French shell is needed. When Andromeda confirms that she has put the French shell in place, Francis tells Athena, another shell controller, to take 
Jean Paul from the top of the rabbit hole and lock him into the French shell. Then Joseph, who is the Jesuit cult presenter, submerges and Jean Paul, 
who only knows about an ordinary life in France, is now fronting in the body. Father Francis lets us know that Jean Paul is ready, and we begin the 
session. 

The door into the living room opens. Jean Paul walks in. He squeals with delight to see me already sitting on the floor, with several of his 
favorite toys scattered around me. He runs over to me, and I greet him using the voice and body language of Jean, his mother. We start an exuberant 
game with his model motorbikes and trucks, racing them around the rug as I chase them all with a large bright green plastic dinosaur in each hand. 
However, my mind is not really on the game. Instead, Iam closely observing Jean Paul's reactions to three ritual objects on the rug. Two are made of 
polished ebony set with gemstones, and are about the size of a spatula. The third is smaller but still conspicuous, a bronze bracelet clearly inscribed 
with occult runes. 

To be more precise, I am observing to see if he has a lack of reaction to these objects. He has just completed several weeks of intensely traumatic 
programming to train him be totally ‘blind’ to any cult-related object in his environment; the goal of today’s session is to assess how well Jean Paul is 
carrying out this program. So far, he is doing well. He acts like the objects are not even there, stepping on the bracelet as he swerves away from me to 
keep the dinosaurs from capturing the truck, and rushing over both wooden items without any attempts to slow down or avoid them. Three objects 
of similar size, color and materials, but without any occult significance, have also been placed on the rug. Using the dinosaurs, I deliberately steer the 
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child towards these items. His response to these items is remarkably different: he avoids them, swerving around them or stepping over them, rather 
than just running into them or stepping on them. Again, he is doing well. 

Based on his behavior so far, the programming of this presentation part, Jean Paul, is running correctly to remove his perception of any occult- 
related item around him. The other programmers are watching closely from the observation room, in case I fail to catch any subtle cues of him 
having moments of noticing the items, or failing to ‘not see’ the items quickly enough. After this behavioral assessment, we will also be asking Jean 
Paul's internal presentation controller parts to report if there were any moments when he had noticed them. We play for another 45 minutes before 
I move on to a different method of testing. 

“Oh, it’s so hot, Jean Paul, isn’t it?” I say to him, dropping both dinosaurs and flopping down on the rug next to him. 

“Yes, mama!” he replies with a huge grin. He loves what comes next. 

“Don’t we need something cold, Jean Paul?” 

“Yes, mama!” he giggles. 

“And what would that be?” I ask him earnestly. 

“Tce cream!” he yells, smacking two of his trucks together in his enthusiasm. 

“Exactly!” I reply, matching his excitement. Then I pull a frown and gesture at the toys scattered on the floor, “But look at this mess. Remember, 
mama always says that there is no ice cream until the rugis all picked up.” 

“I can pick it up so quickly!” he assures me, still grinning. He is absolutely right that he can -Jean Paul has been programmed to have an active, 
confident and cheerful personality. 

“That’s good — but remember you have to pick everything on the rug up, or we can’t go for ice cream. That’s everything, Jean Paul.” 

He gets to work at once, hauling his toys over to toy basket at the corner of the room. Inless than ten minutes, he announces proudly, “All done, 
mama!” He looks at the rugthen at me, beaming. 

I see that he has done well: the three ritual items lie untouched on the rug. Indeed, Jean Paul cannot see them. I pick him up and cuddle him 
close. “Little Rex Two, listen to me,” I use Jean's voice to call out the part in Jean Paul’s subsystem who is in charge of him ‘not seeing’ occult objects. 
I coo as Irock him tenderly, “You did so good. You kept Jean Paul and mama safe today, I love you so much, you did so well today. Nothing bad could 
ever happen to us when you are here doing your job. I love you so much. Thank you for keeping us safe.” 


Programming the non-cult presenters to believe their memories of a single, non-cult, ordinary life entails programming them to also deny, fail to 
notice, and forget any experience and evidence of the cult side of life. This chapter describes one memory of how as a parent and cult handler for Jean 
Paul, I assessed if his programming to not see occult objects was running correctly, but did not describe how the programming was installed. Most basically, 
installing his programming to ‘not see’ had involved these steps: (1) calling out Jean Paul to front in the body; (2) placing interesting looking occult objects 
in his environment to draw his attention; (3) severely traumatizing him using these objects when he noticed them, and telling him that if he ‘didn’t see’ 
them, he would not have gotten hurt; (4) continuing the trauma while telling him that the torture would stop only if he never ever saw these objects; (5) 
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intensifying the trauma to the point that Jean Paul dissociated and created parts who would be able to ‘not see’ occult objects. After careful checking that 
these parts indeed reliably prevented Jean Paul from ‘seeing’ the occult objects that the programmers had originally used to draw his attention, these parts 
were then taught to generalize to other occult objects and recognize an extensive range of them as things to ‘never see’. 

“Blindness” to individual occult objects is the first stage of the programming to make the presenters oblivious to any occult activity. Subsequently, 
these parts will be conditioned to not be able to see even full-blown rituals occurring in front of them, including ones that their own parents and friends are 
participating in. This program is one of several programs for instant amnesia and denial to all cult activity that the Jesuits use to control the presentations 
who live ‘ordinary, non-cult’ lives. All such programs are contingent on putting the presenters through numerous scenarios of the terrible things that happen 
if they notice or remember any cult-related experience. This is complemented by numerous scenarios of the good things that happen when they do not per- 
ceive and/or completely forget any cult-related experience. The terrible scenarios typically involve the family getting hurt, and/or rejecting the child. 

In the second paragraph, I describe how the programmers call out the presenter part Jean Paul by giving instructions in conversation style to the 
White Rabbit and the shell controllers to make the narrative clearer. This is one way of ensuring the required parts are fronting, and it is used so that the 
programmers can actually talk with the Alice in Wonderland and shell controller parts during the sessions. Programmers can also use a series of codes that 
function as shorthand for the same instructions, so that they can switch parts more efficiently, especially in an emergency or when time is limited. Other 
parts, not named in this chapter for brevity, are also involved in the sequence to bring the non-cult presenters to the surface. 

This chapter also shows my Jesuit presenter Luce, the programmer, masquerading as Jean to assess Jean Paul’s programming through a playful 
mother-child interaction. I had similarly acted as “Jean” while we were installing Jean Paul's programming to not see. It is a common strategy in occult 
groups and mind control agencies to have a parent act as the child’s presentation programmer, so that the parent’s very face and voice themselves become 
unavoidable triggers for that child to deny or forget the cult in daily life. It serves to remind the presenters at the subconscious level that they risk everyone 
getting hurt or rejecting them if they do not continue not knowing, forgetting and denying. If the parent is not used as the presentation programmer, then 
typically, grandparents, aunts or uncles, older cousins, close family friends — anyone that the presenters would have frequent contact with in family settings 
— are used. Nonetheless, Jean herself, as the presenter mother, had no memories of programming and assessing Jean Paul, as she was not the one who was 
doing these things to him, but rather, Luce was. 

In Jesuit programming, when the presenter parents speak particular phrases to the child, make the child watch tv shows, hear songs, play games or 
participate in other activities, such as going to church, that are triggers for the children’s presentation programming, these parent parts themselves have 
no idea that they are giving a trigger that is tied to that child’s dissociated experiences of trauma, punishment and reward. Instead, the presenter parent 
parts will be consciously thinking the activity or phrase is harmless, fun, educational, healthy, age-appropriate, discipline-building, etc. For instance, in 
Jean Paul’s specific case, the two plastic toy dinosaurs were one of his reminders and triggers to forget occult objects; during the traumatic installation of the 
‘don’t see’ program, he was put through many virtual reality scenarios of his toy dinosaurs turning into huge, bloodthirsty tyrannosaurus rexes that chased 
and ripped him and his mother apart if he saw occult objects. On the other hand, if he was ‘good’ and didn’t see the objects, the toy dinosaurs would turn into 
big friendly green cute t-rexes who would give him and his mother wonderful rides and plenty of ice cream. Neither Jean or Jean Paul had any awareness that 
the toy dinosaurs had any other meaning to either of them, although Little Rex Two, Luce and other parts in both of them understood. 
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When the child is young, the parents are responsible for making sure that inside their house and yard, there are objects, such as teddy bears, Rubik 
cubes, daisies, toys from cartoons, anime t-shirts, etc., and even the colors the rooms are painted in and so on, that are reminders or triggers for the scenarios 
that punish or reward the presenters for disobedience or compliance with their programming. Parents are also responsible for making the child watch tv 
shows, hear songs, play games or participate in other activities, such as going to church or to a specific preschool, that are triggers as well. Once the child is 
a tween or teen, they will be programmed to themselves appear to be selecting books, video games, tv shows, hobbies and so on out of their own preference, 
butin fact will be selecting what they have been programmed to, and these will be triggers in similar ways that the teddy bear and other favorite childhood 
items they have now outgrown. For instance, as Jean Paul grew older, to continue using dinosaurs as a trigger, the big green plastic dinosaurs were replaced 
with smaller, less childish, and expensive to-scale model dinosaurs, one of which he kept on his office desk even in his adult years as amemento of childhood. 

My memories of being a programmer are among the memories that break my heart the most. It turns my stomach to recall we programmers manipu- 
lated “Jean Paul”, “Little Rex Two” and other parts in the Order’s children to disavow, deny and mistrust their own perceptions, and to instead replace their 
own instincts and experiences with programmed scripts and lies. When I was still a programmer, I had believed that if I did not program a child, then he or 
she will be useless to the Order, and so be killed; while I hated what I was doing, I also truly believed that this was the only way to save the children’s lives and 
give them something of a decent future. Nonetheless, as these memories first came forward, the parts in me who were the mothers felt great hostility towards 
the parts in me who were the programmers. Healing has involved grieving, processing the shame and guilt, self-forgiveness, forgiveness between parts, and 
facing the fear and the lies that I had internalized in my own programming to become a programmer. I can never, ever take back or undo what I did to 
children and others in the group when I was a programmer, but I hope that by sharing information on cult culture, programming and healing, the informa- 
tion will be helpful to others on their healing journeys. 
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Chapter 18: Being a 33 


Iam 31 years old, and have been hired as a secretary at a large international corporation, to fill in for one who took maternity leave. Iam in my 
UK presentation — Trixie - for this role. In Trixie’s mind, she has decided to go back to work for a few months now that her children arein school. The 
other employees like her, and she enjoys going out together once a week after work for a beer and to socialize, joking and making sharp comments 
about the people who work there. But after working there for several weeks, one night, Trixie stays late to finish up some work. When the other staff 
are all gone, I (Luke) switch out and Trixie submerges. 

Ileave my desk and break into the room that contains the company’s mainframe. This company is one of the first to computerize its files, and 
the fathers want digital copies of all its operations and its computer systems. While this room and the hallway leading to it is protected by surveil- 
lance cameras, I do not worry about them as teammates in the 33 have already ensured that my presence would not show up on the recordings. Asa 
caution, however, before entering the hallway, I had changed into a gloved black jumpsuit and covered my head with a black balaclava with googles. 
As I had made it a habit to carry a large handbag to work every day, I had no problem carrying this gear into the office that morning. I remove a 
special external drive from a pouch, and plug it into the mainframe. This company is one of the first to computerize its files, and it will provide the 
fathers with lots of information about the company’s finances, operations and staff. The drive has been prepared with a special program that copies 
everything on the mainframe while erasing any history that copies have been made. I have no concerns about leaving evidence of my presence since 
my balaclava and gloved suit is made of special material designed to be cool and comfortable, while preventing the wearer from leaving fingerprints, 
skin cells, hairs, and other DNA material behind. 

I return to my room, and put the drive back into its bag, hidden inside a box of Kotex and other feminine items, and leave. Trixie, my UK 
presenter is totally unaware of what has transpired in the last hour. Because of the Alice in Wonderland programming, from her perspective, she has 
not left her desk once in the past hour except to very briefly go to the bathroom. On the way home, I stop at agrocery store to pick up a sweet treat for 
my children as promised for having to work late today and missing our usual cosy after dinner reading time together. At the restroom in the grocery 
store, I pass the drive over to Mary Margaret, one of my closest friends and a top member of the 33. Again, Trixie will have no memory of this brief 
interchange with Mary Margaret who will have delivered the external drive in person tothe fathers by the following day. 

My temp job ends two weeks later, and no one ever suspects I have done this. I am well-liked, and there are many expressions of sorrow that I 
will be leaving, but I explain that I have another temp job lined up. I do, but it is not the job that they think. 


While it is not possible for me to vouch for the accuracy of this recovered memory, I know that it occurred while I was mind-controlled and believed 
that I had no option but to obey the orders I received if I did not want the Order to destroy the people I loved the most. The years of trauma-based program- 
ming also made it difficult for me to even imagine that there was any other option. But knowing how controlled and terrified I was did not relieve any of 
the anguish, guilt and self-hatred that erupted when I started to remember these and worse memories of missions. I did not want to be the person in these 
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memories, but the reality is, I was. To get in touch with my parts meant hearing their histories, which included events such as that described in this chapter. 
These parts had never known any other life. Since infancy, they had been tortured, abused and carefully taught how to carry out assassinations, industrial 
espionage, and other criminal activities. 

I have asked God’s forgiveness for the things I did in my past. I deeply regret that I can never ask those who I acted against for their forgiveness. One 
reason among many that I chose to leave the Order was that I could no longer stand being this type of person, someone capable of acting in these ways. Deep 
inside, something in me rebelled against this lifestyle, in spite of the years of programming and conditioning. It was bittersweet to gain knowledge of my past 
— the relief of parts finally being able to share what they had done, and to process their own deeply submerged guilt and sadness — while realizing that these 
parts were “me”, that I did these things. I remembered being officially classified as a “government weapon” at the age of 12, due to my training. Now, I was 
remembering how those skills were used, and the grievous effect it had on others and myself. Only running to the mercy of God, asking His forgiveness, and 
receiving it, helped me through the oppressive guilt and shame that came, and helped me to then turn and embrace the parts of me that held these memo- 
ries, and to help them heal. 
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Chapter 19: Adulthood in the Presentations 
Growing up: Getting Married and Having Children 


Iam now an adultin my various presentations or cover identities. In all of them, Iam married or havea partner, and children. Each presenter 
continues to be unaware of any other life besides the ones they have in their respective countries. Four of my presentations are supposedly Illumi- 
nati: Jean in France, Gertrude (Trudi) in Germany, Beatrice (Trixie) in the UK and Elsa in the USA. 

Jean (France) is married to Yannick. I (Jean) met Yannick on the way to classes at the university when I was 19, and we both love cycling and 
hiking outdoors. We have three children: Tammi, Jean Paul, and Alyssa. 

Gertrude-“Trudie” (Germany) is married to Alan, an Irish man with red hair, grey eyes, and a droll sense of humor. We (Trudi and Alan) now 
have two daughters anda son: Althea, Bel and Timothy. We fight a lot, but also make up quickly. We also raise miniature Doberman pinschers, and I 
work as an administrative assistant for a large corporation. 

Beatrice -“Trixie” (UK) is very happily married to Phillip, a childhood friend. Here we (Trixie and Phillip) have two boys and a girl: Phillip, 
Jr., Jan, and Leon. I am a stay at home mother, after having worked as an executive secretary for years, much to my mother’s chagrin and my great 
delight at her discomfiture. Phillip works in finance and makes enough money to allay my mother’s fears that I will end up homeless. Phillip’s high 
salary is the only thing about our marriage that I actually dislike, since I can no longer upset my mother, who spends her spare time planning my 
children’s schooling and careers. I avoid seeing her and never let her spend time alone with my children, remembering how she sexually and physi- 
cally abused me. 

In the USA, I (Elsa) marry Chuck, a Navy man. It is a loveless but respectable marriage. We have three children, Sandra (note: pseudonym), 
Mary and Sammy (note: pseudonym). Mary was adopted when she was two months old and is the same age as my biological daughter, Sandra. As my 
mother and stepfather had been abusive, I am determined to give my own children a far happier childhood than I had. My joy in being a mother 
makes up for the perfunctory relationship between my husband and I. 

All my husbands and partners are Jesuit infiltrators like me, with the exception of Chuck, who is actually Illuminati. Yannick, for instance 
is played by Simon and his lookalike brothers, and Alan is played by Conner and his lookalike brothers. Similarly, all my children are Jesuit. They 
are our next generation of infiltrating the Illuminati. As mentioned in the earlier chapters, each ‘person’ in the family, including the children, is 
actually played by several genetic siblings who have presenter parts programmed with the same cover identity. Four presentations might seem a lot 
to manage. However, the Illuminati assume there is only one set of twins, and that those twins cannot be in a European presentation while in the 
U.S., or in Germany while in France, and so on. The need to bein only one Illuminati presentation at any one time, combined with there being several 
identical-looking people capable of playing each role perfectly, means that it is remarkably simple to schedule Illuminati presentation time for each 
agent without adversely affecting the time we need to carry out other jobs. 
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It is part of human nature to not see what we do not suspect, so the Illuminati and other organizations never noticed that the children who 
are Jean or Trudi were actually more than two genetically identical individuals taking on the cover identity in regular rotations, allowing these 
individuals to also do other missions and tasks elsewhere as needed. Further simplifying scheduling, by the late 70s, the Jesuits had infiltrated the 
Illuminati in positions that enabled them to falsify the location of Jesuit agents when necessary. For instance, if we needed all the children playing 
Jean to be elsewhere for a week in April, we were able to make the IIJuminati in Germany believe that she was in America, and have the Illuminatiin 
America believe that she was in France, or with a powerful sex trafficking client who wanted complete privacy. This technique was only used when 
absolutely necessary, however, as it carried a higher risk of the Illuminati noticing that something odd was going on. 

My non-Illuminati presentations are Katrina (Trina) in Amsterdam, Miriam (Misha) in Israel, and Gina in Italy. As Katrina-“Tri- 
na” (Amsterdam), I am bisexual and my partner is a woman, Barbara. We adopt three street children. The two of us pour out the love we ourselves 
never experienced in our childhoods on these children, and try to keep them out of trouble — a time consuming task - while maintaining our own 
careers. I follow in my Uncle Lou’s footsteps as a lawyer whose business is deeply entrenched in the criminal underworld. Barbara runs two very 
successful pubs and a hotel in the nicer parts of Amsterdam - and a host of smaller establishments in the seedier side of the city. Both jobs are em- 
barrassingly lucrative, and we easily make enough to contemplate sending our children to elite Swiss boarding schools when they are old enough. 

As Mariah —“Misha” (Israel) I found love very young, but was met with sorrow early as my husband Beni died three years after a wedding by 
the sea. We have two sons, Benjamin and Daniel. In another three years, I was incredibly blessed to find love again, with a civil engineer, Barak, and 
have a daughter, Abigail. 

As Regina-“Gina’” (Italy), my very wealthy parents had been affectionate and kind but unavailable emotionally. My mother was a talented cel- 
list who did not get adequate care for depression and bipolar disorder, and committed suicide when I was 12. My father was often gone on business, 
and had multiple affairs while I was growing up. My greatest support came from my oldest brother, Antonio, who helped me through my stormy teen 
years. In fact, I credited to Antonio my good fortune in finding a husband, Francesco, a loving man who put family first. He had introduced us just as 
he was finishing his undergraduate studies at the Sapienza University of Rome. Antonio told me that he had been watching Francesco for the past 
three years and that I couldn’t do better than him. Francesco completely adored me and our three children, Bella, Antonio, Jr.(Toni), and Mattheo. I 
feel like the happiest years of my life had begun. The wealth from both sides of the family makes vacations easy. Each year, we do ski vacations in 
winter at the best Swiss resorts, and summer vacations at the beach in luxurious resorts, picking a new warm location each year such as the Ba- 
hamas, Mexico, Spain, Greece, South Africa, and so on. 

All spouses or partners, and children, in these three presentations, even the three ‘street children’ that Katrina and Barbara adopted, are Jesuit. 
As Katrina, Misha and Gina are not Illuminati presentations, all three cover identities need to be maintained simultaneously. Time in each country 
for each person playing these identities is carefully scheduled to prevent gaps or absences that could be noted by others, and to prevent conflicts 
between the multiple duties that each Jesuit agent, child or adult, has. Scheduling Gina and Francesco, however, is really not quite as complicated as 
many of the wealthy Italian families themselves are part of the occult world. They have varying degrees of mind control themselves and occasional 
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oddities in their own comings and goings. Friends, business partners and acquaintances thus generally pay little attention to unusual absences, as 
long as their own interests are not affected, and as long as they do not feel that their relationships are being slighted or neglected in some way. 

Similarly, we have a degree of wriggle room for scheduling Katrina and Barbara, since being involved in illegal businesses easily involves 
unexpected absences that people are naturally discreet about. We take care, however, to ensure that the correct gossip is circulating among the 
brokers and other criminals in Amsterdam about either person’s whereabouts and activities whenever it becomes necessary for us to leave their 
cover identities unfilled for a period. Scheduling Misha, however, was indeed extremely complex. The highly sensitive and volatile nature of the 
intelligence situation in Israel, and the criticality of ensuring that this cover was perfect so that “Benjamin” and “Daniel” could be recruited by the 
Mossad when they grew up, meant that there had to be absolutely nothing that could raise suspicion. Any gap or issue would potentially not only 
hinder our infiltration of the intelligence community in Israel for Benjamin, Daniel, Abigail and Misha, but would also affect any Jesuit agent that 
they were associated with. 


This overview of my ‘ordinary’, ‘non-cult’ presentations shows how even as I grew up, my life experience continued to be fragmented and divided 
between different ‘identities’, with each identity only having a small part of the picture. My presenters experienced varying degrees of happiness and 
contentment in their careers and domestic lives. This is similar to how, when I was a child, the cult ensured that there was a spread or variation in degree of 
happiness and love or abuse across the different presentations. None of my presenters, however, were programmed to be emotionally or physically abusive, 
or negligent, to their children, a small mercy for which I am glad; all of them were programmed to be loving mothers. However, while the children who played 
the roles of being my presenters’ children did not experience maternal abuse or neglect when fronting in these presentations with me, the requirement that 
there be a diversity of family experience across presentations means that they did experience abuse and/or neglect in some of their other presentations. It 
has been extremely painful for my presenter parts to realize that while their children had been happy with them, this happiness was only a very small part 
of their lives, and their precious children had experienced abuse in cult settings and while in their other families. Being a good mother was a deeply cherished 
value and purpose for my presentations as adults; realizing that they had not been able to protect their children, and had fostered their false beliefs about 
their lives, has been very difficult. 

Maintaining presentations or cover identities involves not only presenting a seamless, unquestionable narrative to members of other groups or non- 
cult people, but also involves ensuring that the presenter parts themselves completely believe their own memories of a single life. As the person grows up, to 
keep presenter parts under such persistent mind control, the programmers continue to use the amnesia and denial programming, Alice in Wonderland, shell 
programming and other relevant presenter programs done in early infancy and childhood (see book one, Never Give Up and my book It’s Not Impossible for 
brief descriptions of parts of the early childhood programming). All these programs continue to run over the person’s life time, and hidden child parts within 
the presenters will typically respond to the same triggers as when the person was biologically a child. However, in adults, presenter programming is extended 
and strengthened by tying it to beliefs, desires, and scenarios that reflect key adult milestones and responsibilities. The terror of the overwhelming pain of 
realizing that one has not been a good mother and failed to protect her children from a terribly abusive cult is usually a very significant way that adult de- 
sires and responsibilities are used to enforce presenter amnesia programming. 
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For the presentations who had been given loving relationships with their spouses or partners, it was just as devastating to realize that their marriage 
was asham, a programmed script, and that they and their spouses all had ‘marriages’ in other countries. I (the various presentations) felt heartbroken and 
betrayed no less than an ‘ordinary’ person would if she discovered that her husband or partner had been cheating on her. It was equally horrifying to realize 
that I myself had marriages in other countries with other spouses or partners. Both realizations made me feel like my whole world had been upended, and 
that Ino longer knew anything about myself. 

It has taken tremendous persistence and a desire to know the truth to question or give up the palliating scripts that I (any of my presenters) had been 
a good mother who had given my children warm and safe childhoods or had been the cherished wife of a faithful man, and to face the truth that we were all 
part of a brutal and exploitative cult that worshipped Satan. As part of healing and dismantling my presenter programming, I (all the respective presenters) 
have had to face my terror of knowing the truth, and grieve my failure to protect, my compliance with the programming for so many years, and the loss of 
what I had believed I had -a happy, normal family. What has helped on this very difficult journey of rejecting the lies and integrating the truth back into my 
histories is knowing that in the end, following the truth and getting free will benefit my children and loved ones far more than continuing to deny reality or 
letting the programmers continue to tell me what to believe. 


Monitoring my children’s presenter programming 


I am 31 years old. Gertrude, or Trudi, my German presentation is fronting. I (Trudi) am driving my son, Timothy, home from his soccer class 
for three-to-five-year old boys run by the local soccer club. He loves soccer, even insisting that I tuck his soccer ball into bed with him every night. 
Naturally, he dreams of becoming a professional soccer player. The easiest way for me to persuade him to eat vegetables he dislikes is to remind him 
that soccer players needed to be strong and healthy. 

When we get home, he pops out of the car cheerfully, grabs his bag and runs towards my husband who is tidying the edges of the flowerbeds. 
Alan gives his son a big smile, and tosses a mini soccer ball at him, one of the balls that is always lying around the lawn instead of being put away in 
the basket in the front entrance hallway, no matter how often I remind Timothy that balls belong in the basket when they are not played with. 

Without missing a beat, Timothy throws himself into the air in a front flip, timing it perfectly so that as he comes back down, his right foot 
meets the soccer ball and propels it right back at Alan. Timothy is not supposed to be able to do a front flip, let alone be able to combine a front flip 
with being able to kick a soccer ball accurately back to someone else. While this child’s Jesuit cult presenter and Illuminati cult presenter have been 
taught and required to practice such athletic skills, the ordinary, non-cult day presenter, “Timothy”, has been programmed to never display these 
skills. In other words, Timothy was disobeying his presenter programming, breaking with the profile he had been assigned to only be able to run and 
jump as would a 5-year-old who has never had any gymnastics or martial arts lessons. Timothy’s confident grin falters when he is met with a stern 
look on Alan’s face. He looks back at me, and fear crosses his face as he is met with an equally stern look. 

Atthe moment we observed Timothy performing the front flip, we had switched from our presenters Alan and Trudi into our cult parts, Luce 
and Conner, who are Timothy’s programmers and handlers. Both of us give him the hand signal that means “bad!” I go over to him, take him by the 
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hand, and lead him silently into the house. When we are in the master bedroom, I shut the door and put Timothy on the chair that Alan uses at 
the desk in the corner of the bedroom. It looks like an ordinary chair, but it is actually much heavier than other chairs of similar appearance. The 
heaviness makes it more stable when it needs to be used for restraining the children. I take straps from a hidden shelf at the back of the closet and 
strap Timothy firmly to the chair with the Velcro ends of the straps. They are wide and made of a very soft and slightly elastic fabric so they will not 
leave any marks on his skin. 

Instantly, I begin screaming in pain, and fall down onto the floor, moaning between the screams, “You’ve hurt me so badly, Timothy, by 
breaking your profile! The pain is killing me! I feel like I’m dying! Don’t you love me anymore? Don’t you want me to stay alive? You know that 
breaking your profile will cause me, and your father and sisters to die!” Conner comes in and enacts a similar drama, rolling on the floor pretending 
to be unbearable pain. 

Horrified, Timothy screams, “Mama! Papa! I love you, I don’t want you to die! It was an accident, I forgot! Please don’t die!” Tears are streaming 
down his face as he sobs hysterically. 

“Then why did you break profile?” Alan and I ask him in tandem. “You know that doing so will kill us. We are dying from just the emotional 
pain you caused us.” I have taken a vial of fake blood from a secret spot in the room, and break it in my mouth, so that blood is streaming out of my 
mouth. 

“I didn’t mean to! I swear! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Timothy is hysterical. 

“Whois sorry?” I ask him quietly while giving the hand signal for ‘truth’ which in this context is acommand for the presentation controllers to 
confess or report which parts in the presentation had made the mistake of allowing Timothy to do the front flip. “Who was responsible for this sin?” 

Timothy's hysteria stops abruptly as Andromeda, one of his presentation controller parts comes to the front to answer the question in a 
monotone: “It was Shell F3.4.27 Franco.” 

I nod and thank Andromeda, then say, “Franco may have failed, but all of you are responsible for Timothy and the safety of the entire family. 
When one of you fails, all of you fail.” 

Alan hands me a small helmet that had been sitting on the hidden shelf at the back of the closet. The visor comes down over the eyes. This 
visor is actually a screen that can play videos and is molded to fit closely over both eyeballs so the person feels like they are immersed in the videos. 
Alan has already selected the right videos for punishing the presentation for breaking with their profile. I give Timothy the codes for cuing his 
entire presentation system out to pay attention to the videos, including the shells, the Alice in Wonderland parts, the parts that represent Timothy's 
family internally, etc., then place the helmet on his head. They all view a video of Timothy and his family dying in extreme pain due to his presenter 
programming failing, and his shell shattering because he did not stop the action that was not part of his German profile. Alan and I attach electrodes 
to various parts of Timothy’s body. These electrodes deliver extremely painful but non-lethal shocks to his body, synchronized to the videos. When 
the videos of the shell shattering are played, the shocks are delivered to his whole body. When the videos of his arms and legs being chopped off are 
played because he displayed a physical skill that he shouldn't have, the shocks are delivered to his arms and legs. Timothy screams and screams, but 
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we have no concern about being heard by the neighbors because the room itself has been designed to be almost soundproof, and the nearest neigh- 
bor’s house is many yards away. 

The punishing video and shock sequences last about ten minutes, which the programmers consider well within the safety margin for a child 
of Timothy’s size and health. I click a button on the helmet’s remote which switches the video to one showing the spiritual being over the presen- 
tation controllers chiding them for failure but promising them that if Timothy promised to not fail again, then he would be given a second chance, 
and that he and his family would not die. Timothy cries out several times, “I won't fail again! I promise, I promise!” His voice changes slightly several 
times as he repeats this cry; as his programmer who is familiar with the voices of his different parts, I can hear that the shell parts, and several other 
presentation controllers are making the same promise. 

I remove the helmet; Timothy is shaky and looks at us in trepidation. 

“Do you all really promise?” I ask. 

“Yes! Yes!” 

“Then you have saved us.” I lean over, gathering himin my arms as Conner quickly and quietly releases the straps. “I know you love us and you 
won't fail again.” I rock him, wiping his tears away, Conner hands me a replenishing drink that I gently make Timothy finish. It looks like an ordinary 
juice box from a supermarket brand, but has electrolytes and other nutrients in it, and was specially formulated for use after a stressful event like 
this one that involves electroshocks. We all sit quietly together for another few minutes, reassuring him of our love and faithin him. When he seems 
to have completely calmed down, Conner and I then put all of the equipment away. We give him the codes for the presentation controllers to go back 
inside, and for Timothy to completely forget what just happened. 

Our job being done, Conner and I switch back inside, and Alan and Trudi emerge with no memory of the previous twenty minutes. Alan’s 
and Trudi’s Alice in Wonderland programming ensures that instead, they completely believe that they spent the last twenty minutes chatting with 
Timothy about soccer practice that day, and plans to go play soccer tomorrow with his cousins. Once again, we are just a normal, happy family. 
“That’s enough talking -let's get ready for dinner,” I tell Timothy, giving him a hug. “You’ve had a busy day today, with soccer practice. I'll bet you’re 
hungry now.” 

“Tm starving,” Timothy grins. “Can I have extra noodles tonight with the meat?” 

I smile and tousle his hair. “I don’t see why not. Now go wash up, and we'll eat in five minutes.” Timothy is acting completely within his 
presentation profile and we all go to get ready to enjoy one of our favorite dinners. As Trudi, watching Timothy scampering out the bedroom to go 
wash his hands, I am hit with a sudden wave of unspeakable, overwhelming guilt and shame. Tears flood my eyes—then I blink. The guilt disappears. 
I shake my head, confused, then the confusion disappears. I go tothe kitchen to prepare the noodles. Many years will pass before I remember the guilt 
and shame again, or understand it. 


It is afew months later, and I am in the UK, fronting as Trixie, my UK presenter. I have a four-year-old daughter, Jan, who has long brown 
hair and big hazel eyes. Sheis a happy child, who enjoys making jokes and getting into mischief from time to time. Her two brothers, Tom and Phillip 
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Jr., dote on her despite the small age gap between them; she loves being the little princess of the whole family. Jan watches the Disney movie, The 
Little Mermaid, three times a week. Ostensibly, she does so because Ariel is her favorite princess and she loves singing along with all the songs in 
the movie. However, the real reason is that The Little Mermaid is a trigger for Jan’s presenter programming to never be able to talk about the cult 
(represented by the merkingdom under the sea in the movie) when she is in the non-cult world (represented by the prince’s castle and town in the 
movie), just as how in the movie Ariel had to give her voice up to Ursula in order to leave the ocean and come to land where she could not talk at all. 

Usually, at 2pm on the designated days, she comes to me and asks me to put on her Little Mermaid video. Today, however, she is engrossed 
in coloring a picture. I am surprised and ask her, “Jan, don’t you want to watch your favorite movie?” 

To my surprise, she replies, “I don’t want to. I wantto finish doing this.” 

Upon Jan’s refusal to watch the movie, Luce, my programmer, takes over and Trixie goes inside. Still using Trixie’s voice because it is 
important for the parents to be the child’s handler, I tell Jan, “Sit down and watch Little Mermaid; I’m putting the video on now,” and accompany the 
calmly-spoken command with the hand gesture to obey. 

Jan shakes her head and says with a touch of impatience, “I want to finish this first, mummy.” This is a serious breach of her presenter 
programming, both in terms ofignoring the ‘obey’ hand gesture and her making something other than watching the movie a priority. 

I go into the next room to inform her father, Phillip, of the situation. I address him as Matthew, his Jesuit presenter who is the program- 
mer; immediately his presenter part Phillip submerges and Matthew emerges. I also call her brothers in from the garden. The three of us enter the 
living room where Jan is still coloring her picture. Matthew and I give a sequence of hand signals to Jan’s brothers, pulling up their presentation con- 
troller parts, and casting them into a state of distress. 

Simultaneously, we begin screaming and acting as if we are in terrible pain. Jan has been especially programmed to be Daddy’s girl, so 
Matthew takes the lead in this reinforcement session for her. “I’m...dying...” he croaks, “Jan, you're killing me. You didn’t obey your mother...and I 
can’t live with disobedience like this.” He looks pale, falls to the floor, and his eyes are closing. 

“Daddy, Daddy, don’t die!” screams Jan in terror. 

On another hand signal from me, her brothers take electric wands I have giventhem, and they begin shocking their sister over and over. It 
is set to be painful but non-lethal. “Bad Jan! Bad Jan!” they tell her, over and over, just as they have been programmed to do. “You killed Daddy because 
you were bad, bad, bad!” While Jan is not physically restrained, deeper internal controllersin her system, who have been programmed to believe that 
Jan must endure the punishment in order to eventually save her family, keep her from even thinking of trying to escape the room or her punishers. 

I have crushed some ampules of fake blood, and hold out arms that are dripping blood. “Your...disobedience...is killing me,” I say faintly. 
“All the life is draining out of me.” I slowly begin to collapse towards the floor. 

“No, no, noo-oo-o-o!!!” Jan is completely hysterical now, screaming and crying. “Don’t die! Don’t die, Mommy!” 

Matthew gets up, takes the video-playing helmet and places it and the accompanying electrodes on Jan; he has set it to run the videos and 
shock sequences designed to punish the presentation system for direct disobedience to a handler’s command. The video emphasizes to Jan, the Alice 
in Wonderland parts, Andromeda and others, the terrible things that happen when someone disobeys their presenter programming and a command 
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to obey from a handler. The four of us watch as Jan shakes and screams, until, finally, a long eight minutes later, we hear the various parts in her pre- 
senter system promising the spiritual being that they would always obey, and never disobey. 

Matthew removes the helmet and looks into her eyes. He lets her catch her breath before asking, “Do you all really promise?” She assents, 
and we all give her big hugs and tell her how much we love her and believe in her. Matthew puts her on his lap, holding her close as he gives her the 
restorative drink. 

I look around at all three of my children and say, “Remember to always obey. We can only be safe if you obey. Your daddy and I can only love 
youif you obey. We can only love each other if we obey.” 

After Jan has calmed down, we put the programming equipment back into the hiding place in a locked box under our bed. Matthew and 
I cue the presenter controller parts in all three children to go deeper in, and for their presenter parts to completely forget the last fifteen minutes. 
Matthew remains with the children, but I go tothe bedroom and record an oral summary of the event into our special secure communication device, 
then transmit it to the programming team at the main facility, with a note that I will be bringing Janin tonight tothe regional facility. For any part to 
defy an obey command is very concerning, and I believe that Jan needs a full assessment and retuning of her presenter system; the afternoon's pun- 
ishment was only a stopgap measure. 

I go back out to the room where the rest of the family is, and smile at everyone. Job done, Matthew and I, Luce, switch back inside and the 
presenters, Phillip and Trixie emerge. Jan gets up off the floor, pushes her crayons and coloring book aside and says firmly to me, “Mummy, I want to 
watch my movie!” 

“You really love the Little Mermaid, don’t you?” I laugh. 

None of us remember what really happened in the last twenty minutes; none of us even notice that the clock has skipped twenty minutes. 


The two memories in this chapter depict how the adult programmer parts in the parents monitor the children’s presentation programming, and 
immediately punish any deviation from their presentation programming in dramatic and painful ways. The deviations are detectable in three main ways. 
First, the presentation part uses physical, intellectual, social or spiritual skills that he or she is not supposed to have, or shows preferences or atemperament/ 
personality type that is different from the one he or she programmed to have. The cult programs each presenter with a specific profile, i.e., a designated set 
of skills, and a particular temperament and set of preferences. For instance, my American presentation, Elsa, was programmed to be unathletic and clumsy, 
and poor at math; but my French presentation was programmed to be athletic though much more interested in arts than sports. Trixie’s daughter, Jan, was 
programmed to be very friendly as “Jan” in the UK, but was programmed to be extremely shy when she presented in France as “Louisa”. “Breaking profile’ 
thus easily shows the parents that the child is not complying with their presentation programming. 

Second, the non-cult presenters are programmed to obey hand signals and specific commands by the handlers, as all parts are. Any refusal to 
immediately obey commands, triggers or hand signals is aclear flag to the parents and siblings that the child is not following their presentation programing. 
All disobedience to direct commands by handlers is taken extremely seriously, and will result in remediation at a proper programming facility, as soon as 
possible. While the non-cult day presenters are expected to obey triggers, cues, hand signals and cult commands given by the parents or handlers, the degree 
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of instant obedience expected to ordinary parental requests will differ according to the family’s overall profile. That is, to mimic normal family life, the 
presenters are often not programmed to obey their parents perfectly when they are doing non-cult things. For example, as Elsa, if I gave my three presenter 
children a command in German to get ready to go to an Illuminati training activity, they would immediately stop their play with no complaint and go wait 
in the car. They would not even pause to go to the bathroom on the way to the car without seeking explicit permission from my husband or I. If they did not, 
they would be severely punished by my husband’s or my cult parts. However, if I told them in English to pick up their toys earlier than usual because a guest 
from church was coming for dinner tonight, they would complain and argue for a while before reluctantly obeying, then doing a poor job at picking up. Elsa 
would then just be exasperated and pick the toys up herself. 

How much normal childish disobedience is allowed a child in a non-cult presenter family setting depends on the cult’s designated profile for each 
family; in the families programmed to be abusive, the presenter children may be expected to obey instantly or be punished. These punishments, however, 
unlike the programmers’ punishments described in this chapter, will not involve programming tools, or be dissociated and forgotten, since they are an actual 
part of the family’s conscious narrative. It may also depend on the child’s designated role in the family. The ‘golden child’ or favorite child may not be 
punished for disobedience, but the ‘scapegoat’ child might be expected to obey or face instant punishment from the parents. Again, this disparate treatment 
would be within the conscious narrative of the family, and differs from the programmers’ punishment which the family will dissociate and forget. In such 
a setting, if the ‘favorite child’ tries to intervene in the ‘scapegoat’ child’s punishment or share in her chores, then the favorite child may be punished by the 
programmers for deviating from her programming to be a spoiled brat callous towards her siblings. 

The third way that deviation from presenter programming is evident is when the child has memories of the cult, or of other lives in other 
countries, that he or she is not supposed to have. Neither memory described in this chapter reflects memory bleedthrough, but it is also taken very seriously 
when it happens. 

While the memories illustrate the parents as being the ones who responded to Timothy’s and Jan’s disobedience, all members of a family are 
usually cross-programmed to monitor each other’s presenters, and to punish and report any failure to obey the programming. Even children as youngas four 
or five years old can be trained to detect any anomalies in their parents’ or older siblings’ presentations and to report them to the cult, whether by a phone 
call or in-person conversation ata cult event or back at the cult facility. Older children — tweens, teens and adults — can take an active role in punishing other 
family members’ failure to fully comply with their presentation programming, behaving exactly as the parents did in this chapter. In other words, in a mind 
controlled, programmed family, everyone is each other’s ‘handler’ or ‘controller’. I am aware that the familial cross-handling applies to the Jesuits and the 
Illuminati and several other more organized occult societies; this may not be the case for all cults that use mind control. 

Additionally, by the time a Jesuit child is five years old, his or her system is fully trained to self-perpetuate the presenter programming, and to monitor 
the presentations and report any anomalies (departure from programming directives) back to their programmers, and their presentation parents. If one par- 
ent is not Jesuit, the child is programmed to not report to him or her, but only to their Jesuit parent. In general, the shells are tasked with telling on the child 
if they use social or physical skills that the presentation is not supposed to have. For instance, if a presentation is programmed to be clumsy and unathletic 
but wins a footrace while playing with a neighbors’ kids after school, the shell will report this. In Wonderland, Mnemosyne (Alice’s “mother” in the program 
who controls what she believes) internally will question presentation parts to see if they are getting any bleedthrough memories — including dreams - of other 
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presentations or the cult, and will report accordingly. This continues throughout adulthood, and each act of self-reporting to the programmers is heavily 
reinforced by punishment and reward. The shells and presenters are programmed to believe deeply that the only way they can be loved and show love, is to 
obey their programming. They also believe that any failure of their programming is the result of a ‘lack of love’ for family members, and will result in the 
death of these family members if it continues unchecked. This is why when the parents or siblings are punishing a presentation for disobeying their program- 
ming, they will usually pretend that they are dying or in horrible pain. 

This chapter also illustrates how non-cult ordinary day presenters, at least in the Jesuits and the Illuminati, the parents themselves, are completely 
amnesic to their acts of enforcing their children’s programming. Even so, all through the years of presenting in my non-cult cover identities in various 
countries, I experienced moments of guilt, shame, fear and depression regarding my children’s lives, and the occasional niggling sense that they were not 
safe. But if I tried to grasp these feelings or understand them, they would disappear (amnesia), or the thoughts would come that I was feeling this way simply 
because of my own childhood insecurities (denial), or I would feel a sudden assurance that everything was ok (delusion). That is, my own extensive Alice 
in Wonderland programming kept up my own ignorance of what was really going on, though I could never fully consistently dissociate the heartbreak and 
shame of hurting my children. My refusal to remember or understand was based on programming to believe that if I did remember, the cult would torture 
and kill my children. This threat was strongly installed in my presenter mother parts through many extremely realistic set-ups and virtual reality sessions 
when each child was an infant that if I remembered, that infant was tortured and killed. As a mother, I was then offered a “second chance”, the infant was 
“resurrected”, and I made vows to never remember in order to save my child’s life. 

The Alice in Wonderland programming ensures that no presenter lost time or gaps in memories in the weeks or months between presenting in different 
countries, because they were in Wonderland watching videos of the life they believed they were livingin real time. Similarly, staged events in studios set up to 
look like a room in the presenters’ house, virtual reality and even simple videos are used to give parts the ‘memories’ of significant life events (e.g., high school 
graduation, first puppy, first communion, etc.) and more mundane or regular events (e.g., going to school, helping children with their homework, attending 
weekly worship team practice at church, going to work each day). Four hours of videos or staged events can fill gaps of months or years if necessary, since 
each presentation is programmed to believe that the videos, virtual reality or staged events are their actual memories. This chapter shows that the Alice in 
Wonderland programming also covers smaller gaps in memories for the presentations. When the parent goes back inside Wonderland, at the behest of an 
internal programmer and Mnemosyne, they will either be put in a ‘time pause’, or told what to believe to cover the brief time lost. Their programming to 
completely believe everything that Mnemosyne or other designated internal parts tell them has the same effect as experiencing a staged memory or watch- 
ing a video. 
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Chapter 20: Chi (Dark) Council and the Destruction of the World 


I am 32 years old. It is 2 am, and Chi Council is meeting in an opulent room in the Vatican. This council is composed of adult members in 
leadership in numerous areas within the Jesuit Order. None of the lights have been turned on, and there are not even candles, because the dark, 
destructive Chisystem parts can only bear the very lowest levels of light. The council members greet each other with a nod, and our meeting begins 
with numerous rituals that lavishly demonstrate our worship and loyalty to Satan. After a sufficient number of sacrifices, bowing and hailing are 
done, Satan enters the room in his hideous, black form. We go flat on our faces to honor this being to whom we give our complete obedience. 

With a growl, Satan indicates that the council members are to get up and take their seats at the large, round black table. He stands at the 
head. Over the course of the next three hours, we discuss numerous detailed plans and strategies for the destruction of the world. From a group of 
nuclear explosions that occur in a chain reaction, to seeding the atmosphere and clouds to create worldwide storms and droughts that would cause 
worldwide famine, to the use of chemicals and bioweapons that would destroy entire cities and even nations, plans that have been developed over 
years are discussed, and the merits and disadvantages of each are considered. 

But there is one large elephant in the room that no one, including the malevolent being at the head of the room, is willing to discuss: the fact 
that plans like these have been in place for centuries but we have not been able to implement them. The reason is simple: there is another being, 
whose name is not mentioned in this room, who has stopped the acts of destruction that would kill all mankind, time and time again over the years. 
Weapons capable of creating global devastation have been available for over 200 years, but our plans have been foiled time and time again. The work 
of this being is categorized as “interruptions” and “anomalies”, for Satan and the members of Chi council would never acknowledge that the source 
of the “interruptions” and “anomalies” is actually God, or that He has the power to block even the deepest, darkest plans of this secret council. 

So, while plans are made, and implemented to the degree possible, the council knows that this destruction is a matter of patience, and long- 
term planning. The oracles have prophesied that when the coming world leader is in power, then great destructive forces and suffering will be 
unleashed upon mankind, to a degree never seen before. So they plan, and wait, and hope that he will come in their lifetime. For they know that this 
coming leader will be completely in agreement with their plans, and will help them to unleash them toa greater degree than before. 


There is a dark, destructive secret held deep in the systems of the mind-controlled, programmed members of the Jesuit Order. In daily life, the Jesuit 
cult presenters are committed to bringing in a new world order of global peace and prosperity. They are indoctrinated to believe that the Antichrist, whom 
they call the “Light of the World” or “He Who Is To Come” will accomplish good things for mankind. My cult presenter Luce, or Father Luke, has, as everyone 
in the Order has been, heavily conditioned to believe that the pain, destruction, torture and illegal activities engaged in are a “necessary” and temporary 
evil, which is the price of gaining this great goal. However, the Jesuit cult presenter has no idea that another system with different goals exists deeper within — 
the Chi presenters or ‘dark host’ who is dedicated to the destruction of mankind. Luce is as completely unaware of and amnesic to the Chi system as the ‘nor- 
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The Chisystem represents the individual’s commitment to Satan’s real agenda for mankind and the world: its complete destruction. Within the Order, 
the highest level of occultism is not Luciferianism that seeks the ascension of mankind, or Satanism which elevates the worship of evil and the enslavement 
of mankind, but rather, Destruction, i.e., Satan’s followers are to destroy all of mankind. Not just the ‘sheep’, or the ‘non-elite’, or the ‘common people’, or 
the ‘useless eaters’, but ALL of mankind in an act of final rage and destruction. This core level system is convinced through years of intense conditioning to 
hate every human being that walks on the earth, including their own self. To prevent self-harm, they are taught that they must not destroy their “mortal 
shell” (human body) that they are encased in, because it, too, isa temporary “necessary evil” for accomplishing Satan’s plan. To create the amnesia between 
Chi and the rest of the system, these parts are taught that they must hide from other parts because the other parts are ‘mortal’ and so will fight them to 
preserve the human race. Similarly, the Jesuit cult presenters are taught early that that Chi system parts are an ‘evil within’ that must be walled away and 
‘forgotten’, lest they ever escape to destroy the world. 

The programming of Chi system parts begins in the womb when the fetus is taught to blame all mankind and ‘mortality’ for its pain and abuse, and 
so the only way for its pain and abuse to stop is that all mankind be destroyed. This system of fetal parts never knows anything but pain at the hands of 
human beings, including the birth mother, and is constantly rescued from pain by Satan or the ‘immortals’ (programmers in costumes). The birthmother 
herself drives this lesson deeply into the fetus’ psyche by telling the programmers to electrocute the fetus while explaining ragefully that this is because she is 
‘fallen’ and a ‘mortal’ who has ‘forgotten to ascend’ and that she ‘just can’t help herself but cause pain’. Thus, primary fetal rage at the abuse is harnessed 
and manipulated and directed away from the real abuser (Satan, the programmers and the birth mother) and towards all mankind. This system not only 
performs the spiritual function of enslaving the person to Satan’s true desire, but also provides a psychological outlet for the person’s rage at the abuse; the 
programmers believe that the provision of such an outlet is critical for the person’s overall system stability, emotional and mental resilience and long-term 
functionality. 
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Chapter 21: Readying a Global Secret Army 


I am 30 years old and a team of Jesuit fathers, of which I am one, is meeting with a delegation from China in a suburb south of Beijing. The 
delegation from Beijing is interested in a proposal that the Jesuits have put forward: we have offered to help them develop a world-class training 
facility in one of their underground facilities in order to create an army that will be dedicated to bringing in the long-expected leader that their own 
prophets and wise men have told them will come soon - within a generation or two. 

After an hour of murmured polite greetings and talk, Simon, the Jesuit first general, starts the discussion that led to our being here. “We would 
like to create a vast underground facility in your country in the northeast,” Simon says. 

“Tt will look like this,” he continues, and clicks a button that displays a blueprint of the proposed facility, and another button that creates a 3- 
D hologram image of what it will look like once constructed. “Both your country and ours would together provide sufficient zygotes and birth moth- 
ers to develop an initial prototype group of 100 based upon the best of our genetics research from the last 25 years.” 

At this point, Simon clicks to display a video that shows a group of older teenaged soldiers performing military exercises extremely well. These 
teens are well-muscled and in some of the maneuvers displayed, show excellent critical thinking and strategic skills in various simulated situations. 
When a large holographic image of a blond, blue-eyed man appears on a screen above the room they are in, the soldiers all salute with complete 
adoration in their eyes. In one exercise, the holographic image gives the command to one soldier to kill the comrade next to him, and unhesitatingly, 
the soldier obeys. 

“As you can see, our initial prototypes, developed in an underground facility in Poland, have been quite successful,” Simon continues. “If you 
agree to our proposal, we could together develop and train 100,000 special soldiers over a period of thirty years. We of course would share our genetic 
and other technologies with you, and implement them inthe facility, at only a third of the cost to you, with the Order taking on the other two thirds 
of the cost. You will end up with a state-of-the-art training facility that will be completely hidden, one that will ensure your position as a world 
leader in the coming order.” 

Simon pauses, and then says, “Our delegation would like to hear your thoughts on this, including any concerns you might have, or suggestions 
for improvement. We value your insight and skills as professionals, and would like to give you plenty of time to think about this, to come up with 
possible drawbacks or benefits that our team has missed, and also welcome your ideas on what working together might look like if you like this idea.” 

I add, “Perhaps we could meet in a month, to allow you time to discuss this among yourselves, and also to approach us with any concerns or 
suggestions you might have?” 

Our Order recognizes that the members of the Chinese delegation are highly skilled professionals, and we respect their thoughts and sugges- 
tions as peers. If this facility is to be successful, we will need their input and will need to agree to implement their suggestions. Conner makes this 
point clear: “While we are proposing the construction of this facility, and the development of these soldiers, this will truly be a joint project. We will 
provide your teams with equal input and authority with ours, with the proviso that our head trainers will also be present on the training council over 
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it, and the top trainers be given final say on decisions made, five from your team and seven from ours.” We want them to know that although this is 
a Jesuit facility, their trainers and professionals will have a voice that is listened to. 

At the end of a month, with further meetings and negotiations, an agreement is made. Beneath the ground, within an hour's drive of Beijing, 
an underground facility will be developed, a facility that will be completely modern, with the majority built at Vatican expense, with the proviso 
that our methods and our trainers will be in charge, but with extensive peer help and administration from the Chinese trainers. Our contract states 
that the Chinese trainers will be able to review and give suggestions regarding what is being done at all times. All parties are satisfied, and the Beijing 
facility will become a reality within five years. It will be connected to Beijing by underground tunnel, and the provinces of China, along with other 
countries surrounding China, will provide the infants and birth mothers that will be used to create a literal army of soldiers trained to have com- 
pletely loyalty to the coming world leader. 

These soldiers will never leave their facilities. They will never experience life in a family setting, or have contact with others who are not 
part of the occult world. Therefore, they are not programmed with non-cult presentation parts who are amnesic to the cult. Instead, they will have 
specialized loyalty programming to this coming leader, and will be programmed to be willing to lay down their lives for his sake. We have created 
virtual reality programs based upon the painting of “The Light of the World” that are a fair simulation of what this world leader will look like, for we 
believe that he will be coming soon, indeed, if the oracles are right in their predictions. 


It is eight months later, and the fathers and I are meeting with a delegation from Russia in St. Petersburg. It is winter, and the temperatures 
are sub-freezing, in a snow-covered landscape. Our goal is the same as when meeting with leadership in China: to build an underground training 
facility, and there to develop soldiers and military sub-captains who will not have the complex presentation programming seen in agents who must 
be hosted and present in various countries or identities. Instead, just as in China, these soldiers will be raised from birth to respond with unshakeable 
loyalty and obedience to images and videos of the coming world leader, and to view him as a father figure and deep attachment bond for their 
systems. We present this plan to the Russian leaders, and after three weeks of discussion, they give their response, and agree. For Russia also wants to 
play a leading role in the coming order, and wants to help build the army that will usher in his rule. Just as in China, the soldiers will be programmed 
to speak and understand a variety of languages, and to comply with complete love and obedience to any requests that this coming leader will make. 
The army for the new world order is building, as the Jesuit fathers and I make plans to visit Africa, the United States, South America, and remote 
areas near Nepalin the near future for the same purpose. 


There are numerous underground training facilities around the world, with new underground facilities built after the success of the initial ones. 
What makes the programming done in China, Russia and the other countries mentioned unique is the fact that this new generation of soldiers will have 
programming to obey the leader of the new world order, and the trainers do not bother to put in presentation programming for other countries or identities, 
since these soldiers will never leave the facility until it is time to take orders from the coming leader. These facilities have above ground areas as well, but the 
grounds are all carefully hidden from public view, whether above or below ground, with blackout of any satellite coverage (which intelligence in countries 
around the world is aware of and programmed to not take note of). These soldiers comprise literally a completely dedicated army of thousands upon thou- 
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sands being programmed in this way, and represents the belief by the Jesuits and other countries around the world that the coming world leader will come 
upon the scene soon — very soon. 
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Part 3: Trying to Get Free 

This section describes several major events in my life from 1985 to 2000, including my failed attempts to leave the Illuminati and the Jesuit Order 
due to threats to my loved ones. Nonetheless, this was also a time where I encountered God again, and had the hope and desire to follow Him and 
leave the cults reinfused into my heart. 
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Chapter 22: Infiltrating the Healing Community 


Iam 28 and am fronting as Ana, my Illuminati cult host. Regional head programmers, their assistants and other programmers in charge of 
sub-regions or special projects, and regional council leaders from the USA and several European countries, myself included (due to my role as a sec- 
ond-tier programmer in the western region of the USA), are attending an important Illuminati meeting in Germany. Public attention to the existence 
of abusive organized occult groups, and ritual abuse had been garnering momentum in the USA due to books such as Michelle Remembers, and cases 
such as the McMartin preschool trial. While these situations had been publicly handled by rational debunking and polite ridicule by ‘experts’, the 
Illuminati remained concerned about the fact that now there exists a small but growing number of professional therapists, counselors, and Chris- 
tian prayer ministers, who were taking survivor stories seriously. 

Despite the lack of understanding of programming by the secular professionals, their focus on building a therapeutic alliance, and on trauma 
and its resolution, had resulted in surprisingly effective therapeutic work for some survivors. Similarly, while Christian inner healing ministers 
generally had little expertise in trauma or developmental psychology, their accessibility (typically free of charge or requiring only a small dona- 
tion) combined with how they could facilitate a person's encounter with a loving God in non-religious, non-judgmental ways (if they were highly 
skilled and loving without a religious spirit), also resulted in remarkable healings for some survivors. Through both the secular and faith-based 
healing communities, despite the growing controversy (fomented by the cults) regarding ritual abuse, ‘recovered memories’ and DID, survivors were 
starting to find validation and support. Therapists and prayer ministers were also starting to share with each other within their respective commu- 
nities about what they were learning about helping cult survivors. These surprising events have put firmly before our faces the need to assess the 
weaknesses of our current strategies for preventing non-cult input from modifying or disrupting our members’ programming, and to come up with 
better ones. 

Today’s meeting focuses not on how to make ‘ritual abuse’ seem like nonsense to the general public, or how therapists and prayer ministers 
could be convinced or intimidated into not helping survivors. Rather, the focus is on how to prevent a programmed individual from engaging 
with any information and/or relationships that would foster the resolution of their trauma and programming; this is why many programmers are 
present. In this and previous meetings, we throw around phrases like ‘preventing unauthorized changes to programming’, ‘reducing vulnerability to 
external modifications’, ‘preventing unauthorized access to the system (of parts in the person)’, ‘increasing system security’, and ‘inadequate system 
resilience to external stressors’. We never use words like ‘healing’ or ‘freedom’, or phrases like ‘how to prevent our member from healing’ or ‘how to 
prevent our member from escaping’. Such words would be too honest, highlighting how wrong it is to mind control and exploit human beings, and 
how people still want to be free even after a lifetime of programming from infancy. 
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Marion, the head programmer over the UK, is first to speak on the topic at today’s meeting. She is the most senior of the twelve programmers 
assigned to go for professional counseling and Christian inner healing over the past six months in the USA to gather data; these programmers will 
be presenting their findings and recommendations for discussion. Top programmers had been chosen for this job because their expertise could give 
them useful insights when observing how their own system of parts responded to therapy and ministry. All present at the meeting had received 
hardcopies of their reports at the beginning of the meeting and had been given time to go over them. A collated version of the reports approved for 
sharing will be sent to the national Illuminati leadership and trainers’ councils in various countries a week after the meeting. 

Marion presents a very concise summary of her time receiving prayer ministry, then begins to share how the ministry impacted her system. 
“When Joanna prayed that her God would remove anything that was hurting Gatekeeper 24,” Marion relates, “she (the gatekeeper part) saw a golden 
light come towards her. A hand reached out from within the light and touched the guardian’s talisman from around her neck, saying, “This is 
hurting you. May I remove it?” The Gatekeeper agreed. When she did, the hand gently removed the talisman. Then the guardian had to unwrap itself 
from Gatekeeper and it left. Gatekeeper immediately felt lighter, cleaner and more clear-headed, and she could feel great love coming from the light.” 

I force myself to refrain from shifting uncomfortably in my seat. It was not so much that the Christian’s prayer had the power to initiate the 
interaction of a powerful ‘loving light’ with a gatekeeper part that bothered me, as much as it was the clear statement that the guardian was hurting 
the gatekeeper part. All my life, I had been indoctrinated and programmed that the ‘guardians’, ‘watchers’, ‘immortals’, ‘demons’, ‘gods’, ‘wise ones’, 
‘ancient ones’ — all the different words we used to describe the demonic forces we engaged with in our rituals and programming - were ‘good’ and 
were ‘helping us’. I had also been indoctrinated and programmed into denying the pain and distress they were causing me. I look around at the seri- 
ous faces of my fellow programmers and the Illuminati leadership, suspecting that they, too, might be hiding the same discomfort. 

Marion proceeds to highlight several more moments that were most relevant to us as programmers. She then states what she believes to be 
the very simple pattern underlying her parts’ ‘unauthorized and disruptive’ interactions with God whom the Illuminati at times, ironically, call ‘the 
Deceiver’. She said, “The Deceiver offers parts what they think they really want - ‘truth’, ‘love’, ‘no more pain’, ‘hope’, ‘freedom’.” Her last few words 
are spoken with a touch of sarcasm, and she continues, “and parts in the system will at times believe the Deceiver, especially the young ones.” When 
she has finished speaking and answering questions, she summarizes her recommendations in one straightforward sentence, “Stop parts, especially 
young ones, from trusting the Deceiver.” 

I can’t help but wonder what Marion’s part had indeed experienced with the Deceiver, that he could with a single question and brief encounter, 
compel parts who had years upon years of indoctrination and conditioning to distrust the Deceiver, to trust him and actually try something new. 
Somewhere deeper inside behind Ana’s awareness, Luce, the Jesuit cult presenter who was observing the meeting, feels a twinge of sadness at an un- 
bidden flash of memory of the true love she had experienced at 14 years old from the Christian God. 


The other eleven programmers share their reports in turn, each finishing with their recommendations for preventing therapists and inner 
healing ministers from causing cult survivors to question their indoctrination and degrade their programming. When the last presenter has spoken, 
their recommendations are listed on screens around the room for easy reference. The recommendations are replicated and organized thematically 
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across three lists that reflect the main areas of vulnerability noted by the twelve programmers: (1) parts who seemed most curious about and/ 
or receptive to therapy and prayer ministry input, (2) spiritual, social/interpersonal/attachment needs and self-actualization needs that successful 
therapy or ministry seemed to be fulfilling, and (3) the most frequent cult philosophies or propaganda that successful therapy or ministry seemed 
to be debunking. 

We begin earnest discussion of new programs and programming strategies based on their experiences, recommendations and problem areas 
highlighted. All of us realize the criticality of designing new anti-healing and anti-God programs that would barricade our members from therapy 
and prayer ministry. As infants and young children naturally cry out to God when they are in distress, the Illuminati were already doing anti-God 
and anti-Christian programming asa standard procedure on their youngest members. For years, members who had Christian fronts in their non-cult 
daytime lives also already were given programming to ensure that church attendance, prayer and other Christian activities did not interfere with 
their mind control and cult loyalty. We were now seeking to develop comprehensive and robust programs specific to the confidential, intensely per- 
sonal and intimate, healing-focused nature of interactions between therapeutic professionals, inner healing ministers and their clients. 

I contribute insights and suggestions to the discussion with the right mix of confidence and humility as befitting an up-and-coming 
programmer adroit at asserting herself without offending those higher up the hierarchy. Several of my comments are received extremely well. Little 
do I know as Ana that my contributions did not emerge out of my own skill or discussions with the USA Illuminati programmers. Rather, the Jesuit 
fathers, who were seeking to have me promoted up the programmers’ ranks in the Illuminati, had already programmed me to say exactly the right 
thing at these meetings. In fact, five of the twelve Illuminati programmers who spoke today were Jesuit infiltrators who had already shared their data 
and recommendations with Rome. The meeting lasts an exhausting seven hours, and we close with sketches of new programs to develop and test 
over the next few years. 

A week after the collated report is sent to the trainers’ councils and leadership councils in the USA and other countries, I receive an invitation 
to join a special international commission tasked with designing, testing and implementing new anti-therapy and anti-prayer-ministry program- 
ming. Our focus, for now, would be on programming adults for resisting therapeutic and Christian contexts within the USA, followed very closely by 
the UK, then the other countries in Europe. 


This chapter relates one small piece of the multi-pronged strategy that the Illuminati (and other organized occult societies and mind-control 
government agencies) used to control the public narrative about ritual abuse, mind control, and programming, and subvert any potential harm that public 
knowledge of such things might cause their agendas. According to my memories, the early 80s to the early 90s involved periods of intensive infiltration of 
the healing community by cult agents posing as survivors wanting to heal in order to carry out data-gathering missions. As related here, the information 
was then used to improve the cults’ anti-healing programming. Such missions continued over the next two decades, with the cults updating anti-healing pro- 
gramming to adapt to new trends or progress in knowledge in the secular professional mental health and faith-based healing sectors. 
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But why even bother with sending agents to check out these healing modalities and investing vast amounts of time and resources into creating and 
installing new programs? Why not simply order members to keep away from all prayer ministry and therapy, considering the extraordinary amount of con- 
trol the cults have over their members’ daily lives? 

A few reasons stand out. The first is pride: it was tremendously offensive to the cults to observe that their years of programming and indoctrination 
were vulnerable to change by a therapists’ or prayer ministers’ kindness and belief in that person’s desire and potential for free thought, self-mastery and 
non-manipulative love. It was just as offensive and untenable to them that there was really a God who could free people from the demonic guardians inte- 
grated into programming. The second primary reason was control: just ordering people to keep away from therapy or inner healing ministry would be tacit 
acknowledgement that they were effectively dangerous to programming. It would demonstrate to cult members that programming could be resolved and its 
hold over an individual broken, even in adulthood. This would threaten the cults’ control over their members. The final primary reason was a measure of 
scientific curiosity: the programmers and cult leaders did genuinely want the better understanding of the mind, brain, body and spirit that was afforded by 
exploring how programmed individuals responded to therapy and prayer ministry, and to use this knowledge to advance methods of control. 

In addition to improving their control over their members’ programming, the Illuminati and other groups also sought to increase their control over the 
mental health and Christian healing sectors. There had always been a very strong degree of cult infiltration of research and practice in fields like psychiatry 
and psychology; this period saw an increase in the number of cult agents with the appropriate credentials assigned to front as psychologists, psychiatrists, 
counselors, clinical social workers or Christian ministers. These agents were specifically trained to use their front jobs to identify and punish survivors seek- 
ing help, and to discourage survivors from finding help. Like how the front, non-cult daytime presenters of the agents who posed as traumatized survivors 
needing help had no idea that they were actually on a data gathering job for the cult, these mental health professionals and clergy were usually completely 
amnesic to their dissociated cult life and cult assignments against their clients. 
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Chapter 23: The Memories Begin 


Three years have passed. As Elsa, I have continued working with the international anti-healing commission to design and test effective ways 
of countering therapy and inner healing ministry. The last few years of very hard work on this, and other training and programming initiatives have 
led to another promotion: I am now the head trainer of the Western region of the USA, and take the trainer’s chair at the regional leadership council 
meetings. My pride in this increase in status is soon swamped by the unrelenting river of work. 

The international commission has initiated another project to test the latest anti-healing programs designed for use with therapists and 
prayer ministers working in the USA. The local project team is led by Jonathan Meier, and comprises the first and second echelons of programmers 
in the USA. Since some of the programs are designed to counter Christianity, a spiritual issue, two mages are also on the team. I am one of seven 
programmers assigned to field test the programming using our own systems of parts. Two of us are male; the rest are female. All of us have non-cult, 
daytime presentations who have been churchgoing Christians for many years, with nice families and respectable jobs. The team puts the relevant 
parts in the seven of us through the anti-healing programming. These programs are based on terrorizing parts through twisted scenarios of typical 
experiences in receiving prayer ministry, Bible verses and stories, and of heaven and hell. The early childhood programming to hate and blame God, 
to mistrust strangers (anyone not from the cult), to fear memories and any changes to programming, and to report deviations and unauthorized 
thoughts back to the programmers, is also retuned and enhanced to be triggered by any attempts to heal while receiving ministry. 

All of this is extremely traumatizing. I leave each programming session feeling sick to my soul. I hide my reluctance from the rest of the 
programmers, putting on an earnest face as we discuss what we might expect to learn from the seven of us being programmed to engage with 
Christian ministers and gather data. Somewhere deep inside, I hate the fact that we are seeking to improve our control, and block our members from 
receiving help and finding freedom. But I am too afraid and indoctrinated to resist. Our programming takes place over six months, in between my 
other duties, and all too soon, it is time for me to begin my mission: Elsa, my American presentation, will be allowed to begin having memories and 
attempt to heal through Christian and secular professional help in order to assay the effectiveness of her anti-healing programming. 


Iam 32 years old, and am in my American presentation, Elsa. I have been working as an ICU nurse for the past eleven years, and have three 
children, one which is adopted. My oldest two children, Sandra and Mary, are five years old, and my youngest, Sammy, is only one years old. Since I 
was 25, I have been diagnosed with “endogenous depression” because my counselor could not figure out why I was so depressed, considering that I 
did have any trauma or major difficulties in my reported history. My husband, Chuck, too, had been struggling for years with oppression and depres- 
sion. His anti-depressants are not working well to control his chronic anxiety and intermittent despair. Chuckis nota feely-weepy kind of male, nor 
does he ever ‘spiritualize’ things, so Iam very surprised when he tells me after work today that he is going for deliverance with a minister at a large 
local megachurch. 
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The recommendation comes from a man we respect at our little church within the same denomination, and Chuck feels that he is indeed 
anxious and unhappy enough to want help. I wonder vaguely if he would be considering making the appointment if the person recommending 
deliverance as a solution had been a woman. The thought crosses my mind that I have nothing to lose if I give it atry myself. I would love to be ‘de- 
livered’ from my depression which I was always feeling guilty about having. 

“Maybe I should go for deliverance, too,” I tell him. “I think I could use it.” 

“Oh, no, you're fine,” he insists. What he doesn’t realize is that somehow, deep down, I know full well that I am not ‘fine’. This knowledge has 
always sat in some deep area of my belly. I am getting tired of ignoring it. In spite of what my husband says, I make an appointment withthe church 
office for deliverance. 

The next afternoon, I drop by the church office to fill in the ministry request and personal history forms. The church secretary is friendly, 
which helps me to feel a little less nervous about doing this. It takes about fifteen minutes to fill out the forms, put itin the manila envelope provided, 
and pop it into the letter holder by the side of the pastor’s office door. I have to work at the hospital this evening, and rush home to change into scrubs 
and drive to work. 

The next morning, the phone rings me awake. I grope for the phone, hoping that it is not a call from the hospital. A voice I don’t recognize asks 
if they are speaking to Elsa. 

“Yes,” I respond. 

“How soon can you get here?” the man on the phone says. “Iam on the deliverance team, and I think we need to see you as soon as possible.” 

“I have to work tonight, but I have tomorrow off,” I tell him. “But why so fast? I thought it would take weeks to get an appointment.” 

“Normally, it would. But you checked off every trauma that indicates severe occultic activity, and we think it would be good not to wait.” 

“What occultic activity?” I ask, bewildered. I have no idea of what he is talking about. 

“We'll talk about it tomorrow,” he says. 

Wondering what I might have gotten myself into, I agree to come in early the next morning. The next day, the church secretary brings metoa 
small room off the main church foyer. I shut the door behind me for privacy, and look at the man sitting at the table. In front of him is the question- 
naire that I filled out two days before. 

“Hi, I’m Neil,” he says, as he rises and shakes my hand. “Sit down wherever you like.” He indicates the chairs around the table. I feel nervous, 
not knowing what to expect. While I have not seen any movies about exorcism -they seem much too scary to me -I have seen trailers of films on TV 
and wonder if my head will start twisting backwards, or I will start vomiting, during the “deliverance”. I hope itis quick and not too painful, but I am 
feeling panicky, expecting the worst. 

I sit several seats away from Neil, and he slides the questionnaire towards me. “I wanted you to see the symptoms you checked,” he says ina 
kind voice. 
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I look down at the papers with growing disbelief. “Sexual abuse”-check. “Hearing chanting and calling upon spirits in my head” — check. “Abuse 
by animals”-check. “Seeing torture of animals or people”- check. “Incest”-check. Everything, every single trauma on the sheet has been checked. But 
I don’t remember checking them, because in my mind, none ofthese things ever happened to me. 

“T don’t understand, I don’t remember checking any of these,” I say. 

“That's okay. Why don’t we start out with prayer, and maybe we can try renouncing some of these things, justin case. Are you okay with that?” 

I nod yes, and Neil slides a sheet of paper to me, and then prays, renouncing any involvement in occult activities. “Why don’t you say the same 
prayer, it’s on the sheet Ijust gave you, so you can read it out,” he suggests. 

“Dear Jesus, please forgive me if I have been involved in any- “ the words are barely out of my mouth, before I suddenly get up, and run 
screaming intoa corner of the room. “Why are you saying you love me, if you are hurting me?” I cry out in anguish. “Why are you hurting me? Why 
don’t you love me?” The sobs are coming out, uncontrollably, nonstop for two minutes. 

Suddenly, as if a tap has been turned off, I am quiet and looking up at Neil, although trembling like a shaking leaf in the wind. “What the hell 
was that?” I ask him. “Am I losing my mind?” 

“No,” he answers. “But I wonder if it is possible that there is some trauma there.” 

“Absolutely not!” I tell him, angry. “My life was just fine!” I get up and leave, angry, without making another appointment. 


At home that night, Iam washing the dinner dishes, when suddenly I see my supposed biological father in America sexually abusing me. In the 
memory, I am three years old, and he is pulling me out from underneath the living room couch where I am hiding, by my legs, as I scream. He sodom- 
izes me, and it hurts terribly. It is as if a terrible nightmarish video is playing inside my mind. 

“He had no right to do that to me!” I yell, as “Crack!” I break a dish. The fragments scatter into the sink below. I scream “You bastard! You 
bastard! I hate you!” Crack! Crack! Two more dishes break as in my rage, I thunk them across the sink divider. 

My husband rushes into the kitchen, my daughters following him. “What’s wrong?” he asks. “Why are you doing this?!” 

“Leave me alone!” I yell. I run into my bedroom, lock the door, and begin hitting the bed with my fists. I am filled with rage at this remembered 
violation of my body. An hour later, spent, I go back into the kitchen and clean up the mess I have made, and finish washing the dishes. I wonder if I 
have just made all ofthis up, because I have never remembered anything like this before. But where did the emotion come from? I silently ask myself. I 
have no answer. 


It is the next day, and this morning, when I woke up, I heard chanting in my head. The video inside my head is playing again, and this time, 
there are people in black robes and hoods swaying and chanting, in a darkened room lit with flickering candles. I see a stone table at one end of the 
room, and someone is holding a dagger. On the table, I see a body tied up. I scream, feeling overwhelmed. Shaking and panicking, I pick up the phone 
and with trembling fingers, I dial my own pastor at the church office where he works weekdays. 
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“T am seeing people in robes, chanting in my head,” I tell him as soon as he comes to the phone. I am head of a Bible study at his church, am 
also on his worship team, and considered a faithful, active member. “Am I going crazy, having a psychotic snap? What is this?” I fill him in on visit- 
ing once with the deliverance team minister at the larger church in our denomination, and what has happened since. 

“I have never heard of anything like this,” my pastor responds. “But I will be there in an hour.” 

True to his word, he drives over and prays with me. But his prayer doesn’t help. I still feel panicked and overwhelmed. And the terrible videos 
in my head are still playing, getting worse. It looks and sounds like some type of horror movie, except I never watch horror movies, they are too scary 
to me. What is worse, Iam seeing myself in these videos, chanting along and holding a knife. 

“Make it stop!” I plead, my eyes looking beseechingly at my pastor, a figure of spiritual authority in my life. 

“T don’t know how,” he says helplessly. 

For the next 24 hours, my life feels like a non-stop panic attack. I call in at work, and then call Neil on the phone number he had given me when 
we met two days before. When he answers, I say, “This is Elsa. Help!” 

“What’s going on?” Neil asks. I tell him. 

“TIl be right over,” he responds. Two hours later, he is at my home. 

“What do Ido?” I beg. “How do I make this stop?” 

“Let’s pray, and ask Jesus,” he says. Because of the lack of help my pastor’s prayers were, Iam doubtful, but bow my head. Neil prays, and then I 
start to pray. “Dear Jesus, please help-“ 

“Stop that! You can’t do that!” the voice is yelling, coming out of my mouth, but I am not the one thinking or talking. I feel as if I have been 
pushed back to the back of my own head, and listen in horror as someone or something else is speaking through me. The thought flits through my 
mind that my worst fear has come true. I am possessed, and I am going to hell. 

But Neil is calm. He doesn’t act upset, or as if heis in the presence of evil. Instead, he asks a question that is unexpected. “What is your name? 
Why did youcome out just now?” 

“My name is Belial,” the voice speaking with my mouth answers. “And I can’t let her say that prayer.” 

“Why not?” asks Neil, still unconcerned about my obvious possession. 

“Because I am a witch, and witches don’t pray to that person you were praying to,” she says angrily. 

Iam stunned. Witch? What witch? What does this mean? I feel like a bystander, shoved aside by something stronger than Iam, using my mouth 
to talk. And why isn’t Neil casting this, this terrifying... thing, out? Why is he calmly chatting with...it? 

“Tunderstand you are just doing your job,” Neil says. “What do you think if she does pray to Jesus.” 

Belial screeches at this name. “I would have to hurt her, badly,” she says. “I don’t want any of my power going, and she could mess this up.” 

Neil then asks if she has any friends inside. This thing answers, “Of course. There are many.” 

I wonder how many demons are living inside of me. For this is the only explanation I have for what is happening. Not only am I possessed, I 
am very, very, badly possessed. 
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After chatting with Belial for atime, to my utter shock, Neil asks her if she would like to become a Christian. I wonder, How can a demon become 
a Christian? What kind of nutty person is Neil? But instead of screeching and sending curses his way, as she was doing earlier, she cocks her head and 
says, “I'll think about it.” 

Suddenly, Iam shoved forward, and can speak again, and Belial is gone, I have no idea where. 

“What is going on here?” I ask, bewildered and feeling a bit spacey. It as if my head has been dunked into ozone for a time, and I have trouble 
thinking clearly now. 

“Oh, you're back,” says Neil. “That was Belial out. Do you remember anything?” 

“Yes!” I say, panicked. “I heard everything you both said. What is this?? Some form of psychosis?” 

Neil pauses. “No, I think you have dissociation, and this was a part of your mind I was talking with.” 

Now, I know Neil is crazy. Iam not dissociative, Iam sure. He isjust sucking up to demons, instead of casting them out the way anormal person 
would. 

“Can I give you something to read?” he asks. 

He goes out into his car, and brings back a book that discusses demonic deliverance, by someone named Anderson (not the same Neil that has 
been praying with me). It is called The Bondage Breakers andI promise I will read it over the next few days. That night, before I go to sleep, I hear voices 
talking inside my head. One sounds like “Belial” who was talking to Neil earlier. “Boy, we are in for it,” I hear as I am starting to fall sleep. “We aren't 
supposed to come out like that.” 

I read the book, which I don’t really understand except there's lots about bad things happening that let demons get a foothold, and the need to 
pray against demons. I have been praying like crazy, I am willing to do anything that will help. My panic levels are still high, though. Nothing takes 
the panic away, not even when I am at work. Good thing Iam really good at my job, or the panic could become a real issue. 

Neil meets with me the next Saturday during my weekend off. During this time, I meet another voice that comes out and speaks through my 
mouth. Her name is “Gatekeeper” and unlike Belial, she decides to become a Christian relatively quickly. After that, she talks to me inside my head, 
telling me there are many others, that she is a sort of doorway or guardian over them, deciding who goes in or comes out. I wonder if I am really los- 
ing my mind at this point. 


When the memories first started to come, as the American non-cult presentation, Elsa, I was beyond terrified and confused. This was the very first 
time in my life that I had ever had any memory of abuse or violence, whether by my biological father or by a group of people in black robes. The worst that I 
was aware of prior to this week was my mother’s emotional neglect and distance, and my stepfather’s verbal and emotional abuse. It is hard to even put into 
words how terrifying it was to first get these memories. I think that it is so important for survivors to be kind to themselves, and for supporters to show com- 
passion and patience, when they are struggling with the terror and confusion that abuse and ritual memories can bring, especially new memories. 

As this chapter describes, the memories initiated several programmed responses designed to hinder healing. First, I experienced flat denial, as seen 
when I left Neil’s office after our first appointment in anger, claiming that there was no trauma in my life. When I had an actual memory — my biological 
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father raping me at 3 -that came with the commensurate emotions, my denial took the form of wondering if I was just ‘making it up’. When the first ritual 
memory emerged and the panic ensued, instead of realizing that I needed understanding and healing for that experience, the ‘help’ that I asked from my 
pastor was just to ‘make it stop’. This is also a form of denial where the underlying logic is, “If it goes away, I will be ok again.” I did not realize at that point 
that I had never been ‘ok’, and ‘making it stop’, i.e., re-dissociating the memory and so denying the pain and trauma, would never be the path to making 
things ok. Flat denial seemed completely rational within my worldview as a non-cult presenter because I had never had such memories before. After all, if it 
was true, shouldn’t I have always known about these things? How could anyone actually forget such horrors? 

Next, as I returned to Neil to seek prayer for the increasingly horrifying ritual memories, and started to have clear and explicit encounters with my 
own multiplicity (Belial and Gatekeeper talking to Neil, Gatekeeper talking to me; hearing other voices inside my head), I deny the dissociation. I fall back 
instead on an explanation that I had been programmed with that fit seamlessly with my Christian worldview: I must be possessed, and these ‘voices’ must be 
demons, and that Neil is being sucked in by the demonic to talk with them and not just cast them out. My second fallback, that fit with my presenter world- 
view as a healthcare professional and person from a middle-class, English-speaking, first world country, was that, well, I must be crazy. 

Both explanations hindered healing by causing more terror and confusion, while discouraging me from exploring the actual memories or the fact 
that I was dissociative. These explanations also mislabeled the memories and parts as problems to be ‘fixed’, rather than as experiences to heal, or coping 
mechanisms for an overwhelming life. Furthermore, labeling parts as ‘demons’ or ‘signs of craziness’ set up conflict between myself and the parts carrying 
the memories or who were speaking up. The internal conflict took energy that would have been better used on internal cooperation and healing. 

Basically, at this stage, as programmers, we were testing if these three strategies — flat denial seemingly validated by prior amnesia, memories/parts 
being a sign of demonization, ‘memories/parts’ being a sign of craziness — would be enough to hinder any genuine engagement with healing work regarding 
clear and concrete memories of ritual abuse, for presenters with a Christian narrative. 

The panic, while being a natural response from me, the previously amnesic daytime presenter, to the sudden horrors in my head, was also an anti- 
healing trigger itself. I had been programmed to subconsciously associate the panic with two sets of scenarios that I had experienced in the Illuminati pro- 
gramming studios. First, because I had believed that these voices were parts of my mind carrying true memories instead of realizing they were lying demons 
to be cast out, I had become completely deceived and was now in hell. The conscious panic was a reminder of how I had felt when I was in ‘hell’. In the second 
scenario, because I erroneously believed that I had Dissociative Identity Disorder and real experiences of cult abuse, I had indeed ended up completely crazy. 
The conscious panic was a reminder of how I had felt when my family had to institutionalize me ina mental health institute where I was tortured relentlessly 
by other crazy patients and evil doctors. Both of these scenarios fostered sheer panic, which in turn, naturally prevented any thoughtful and self-compas- 
sionate curiosity or listening prayer regarding the veracity of the memories or the dissociation. As Elsa at that point, I had no idea what programming was 
or that I had been programmed. Instead, I attributed my panic solely to the fact that I was suddenly getting these incomprehensible, horrifying memories. 

I am grateful that the prayer minister who worked with me had at least some knowledge of dissociation and deliverance. I was already feeling bad 
enough without being treated harshly or religiously, and due to my programming, would have been all too willing to believe Neil that parts were demons 
had he made that claim. He was courteous and empathetic towards Belial and the Gatekeeper. He did not preach at them, browbeat them with scriptures or 
common Christian platitudes, force them into decisions or tell them what to do. He asked questions, gave his thoughts gently, and offered more information. 
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Since then, I have heard so many stories of poorly-trained and ignorant deliverance ministers who are controlling, harsh and judgmental, and/or label dis- 
sociative parts “demons”. Such behavior frankly constitutes spiritual or Christian abuse of the survivors, and should never happen. 

Iamangry when I look back at this week of terror and confusion that I as Elsa was put through. It was cruel to use me as a test subject for learninghow 
to stop others from finding freedom. While my sudden awareness of cult memories and attendant emotional responses were all ‘programmed’ and ordered 
by the cult, my emotions — the pain, horror, terror, confusion — were completely real to me. These were the true feelings that I have always had, since I was 
a little girl in the cult, feelings that I had to dissociate away for the programmer’s convenience and control. In this sense, much of the ‘real me’ was still 
present in this cult project to test programming which I eventually used as a platform for agenuine attempt to leave the cult. In other words, no matter how 
programmed a person is to not heal, they can still genuinely try to heal and leave the cult. The programming does make it harder because of the traumas in- 
volved, but it does not make it impossible. 

Iamalso deeply sorry for my complicity as an adult in my own abuse and control, and the abuse and control of others. I recognize that this complicity 
was built on a lifetime of fear since I was in the womb, but the things I did were still wrong and hurt others. I more than regret working on projects to improve 
anti-healing and anti-Christian programming, and hope that this book and my other writings will be helpful now to others seeking freedom and healing, and 
those who support them in this process. 
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Chapter 24: Going Downhill 


I am 33, and am back in my American presentation as Elsa. My presenter programming ensures that I believe that the couple of months over 
the past year Ihad spent the USA stretched seamless over the whole year. Iremain unaware that I had spent time in other countries in other identities 
focusing on very different things, or that Iam an active, highly trained, adult member of a cult that practices mind control of its members. Similarly, 
I remain unaware that I have genetically identical same-age sisters who at times took the role of ‘Elsa’ when I was in my different identities in other 
countries, or carrying out jobs directly for the cult. 

As Elsa, the memories and symptoms of trauma are starting to feel like they are out of control. The dreams and the flashes of scenes in my head 
keep coming. I continue to find long entries in my journal that I don’t remember writing. I am starting to realize that maybe some very bad things 
happened when I wasa little girl. The nightmares at night are increasing. The worst thing, though, is that the more I pray, the worse I feel. Now I am 
getting really scared. 

I am desperate. I want to see a psychiatrist, a licensed professional, someone with experience that goes beyond praying with people. After 
many calls, I make an appointment with one who works as a consultant with the county court system. His job is to conduct court ordered mental 
health assessments of defendants. This sounds good to me; the courts would not hire a psychiatrist who doesn’t know what they are doing, I tell 
myself. 

Two weeks later, I meet with the psychiatrist. He seems like a nice, pleasant man. I tell him about the nightmares, the scenes flashing through 
my mind, the voices talking. I take a deep breath, and ask him if he thinks it is possible that I am dissociative. 

“Absolutely not,” he tells me. “I have worked with many people who are dissociative, who have MPD (note: ‘multiple personality disorder’, a 
former term used for DID), and you are much too functional to have that diagnosis. You would not be able to work as a nurse, or bea mother to your 
family; you would be completely nonfunctional if that was the problem.” 

“Then what do you think is wrong with me?” I ask. Iam desperate to know. 

“T’m not sure, but you could be having some kind of trauma reaction, maybe repressed things coming forward.” 

I cringe when he says, ‘repressed things coming forward’. The last thing I want is for my memories to be real. 

“What do Ido?” I ask, since this doesn’t give mea clue about how to feel better and stop the panic. 

“Well, take lots of rest when you can, maybe do something relaxing, like gardening, and try not to think about all of this too much.” 

Bloody hell, as if I want to think about this; I have been begging him and others to make it stop! I think. 

I give this man another chance. At my next appointment, I tell him about my paternal grandmother taking me as a very young child of three 
to visit her friend who is a doctor. In my memory, the doctor leaned over me, and told me, “Don’t worry, little girl, I won’t hurt you.” 

He lied, and in the office, I scream and wail as I abreact the memory. 

“Maybe you have PTSD,” the psychiatrist says. 


5 mins leftin chapter 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


I go to the library, and check out several books on PTSD and its treatment. Each one of the books is more helpful than the psychiatrist, and I 
decide that Iam not going backto him. I pick up the phone book to search for another professional. 


Iam also meeting once a week with Neil for deliverance and prayer. Numerous parts are coming out, and as quickly, go back in. I am very, very 
resistant to deliverance and having parts talk to me or others. Outside sessions with Neil, the memories keep coming, almost in a flood at times. 
When I journal, I start noticing that my handwriting changes dramatically at times, with warnings in a childish lettering such as “Stoptalking tous, 
bitch!” and “I could kill you and you would never know, if you keep putting your nose into our secrets!” Warnings that seem to hold ominous threats 
of harm. But I don’t tell anyone about this journaling. They would think I was crazy. I wonder if lam. 

I start swinging between denial and the possibility that my dreams, flashbacks and mysterious journal entries might be true. 

I meet my new therapist. She is a Christian counselor who specializes in trauma therapy; I am hopeful that she will be able to help me. I share 
with her what had been happening over the past year. 

“Oh, it’s normal to lose time, and not remember things that happen when you are upset,” she tells me. “And you aren't the only person to have 
tough things happen, it happens to everyone. When I was two, my big brother pushed me down the stairs, almost killed me, and laughed when I was 
bleeding and screaming at the bottom of the stairs. And he used to kill animals in front of me, to make me cry. This happens to us all.” 

I stare at her with huge eyes and am silent for the rest of the session. She continues to chatter on about not “blowing things out of proportion” 
that “everyone experiences”. That night, I tell my husband that I will not see this therapist again, and tell him why. 

“You are just avoiding getting help,” he tells me.I disagree. I don’t want abuse normalized by my therapist. 

I go through two other therapists. One is downright scary and wants to hypnotize me during the first session (I refuse), and the other is 
clueless about trauma. Then, I find a nurse practitioner, Heather, who seems to understand what she is doing. She spends two hours with me during 
the first session, getting to know me, and doesn’t act like I am crazy. Instead, she starts teaching me basic skills like grounding, containing things, 
and slowing things down. By the end of the session, I want to hug her. Many of her clients have dissociative identity disorder, then called MPD or 
multiple personality disorder, while others have varying degrees of PTSD due to trauma. She gives me a book to read by someone named Jim Friesen 
that talks about understanding MPD and its causes. 

While I don’t think I have THAT problem -after all, a respected psychiatrist has told me it is impossible at my level of functioning -I read the 
first five chapters of the book and on a whim, decide to draw a house of my inner world as Friesen suggests in the book, just for fun. 

The drawing I create shows a house with three levels and a basement, filled with people of varying ages. Tiny babies and toddlers tied into 
various torture devices and in boxes that look like coffins are in the basement, teens are on the third level, and lots of people in black hoods with 
knives fill the second level, to dozens of ordinary looking people on the top level, or what the outside world sees, with a door opening out to the 
outside world. Without knowing it, I have drawn a first crude system map. I break out in a sweat, terrified, when I look at it. Who and what are all of 
these people I drew? And why are there little babies and toddlers there? What does this mean? I have no idea. 

I show it to Heather at my next appointment, and she says, “I think it is possible you have dissociation.” 
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I cannot work as a nurse anymore. Due to the overwhelming panic, I switched at work, lost time, and almost gave the same medication twice 
to a patient, not remembering I had just given them their meds. I catch myself in time, but I am deeply shaken. The next day, I give notice at work. 
Icannot and will not endanger others with my “problem”, whatever the cause might be. I go onto workers’ comp, and explain to the hospital liaison 
why I am not working, giving them the names of my psychiatrist and nurse practitioner. I fill out tons of paperwork and go home. The panic contin- 
ues as I slog through each miserable day, trying to find a way to make it stop. 


As Elsa, it truly felt like things were going downhill, and that nothing — not prayer or therapy — was helping. I was very glad at first that Heather 
was teaching me the skills to manage the memories and posttraumatic symptoms, but after a couple of weeks, it seemed that my memories and symptoms 
constantly overwhelmed my attempts to manage them. Losing my ability to work was itself terrifying and affirmed my fear that I was losing my mind. 
Things getting worse with prayer also affirmed my fear that I was somehow being misled by the demonic. My ‘the more you try to heal, the worse it gets’ pro- 
gram was running very effectively. 

The messages that I received from most of the mental health professionals I reached out to only increased my fear and confusion. However, I did reject 
the second counselor’s attempts to normalize my memories and symptoms. I knew that something was wrong, even if I couldn’t yet accept that my memories 
might be true, or that I might be dissociative. It was easy for me to accept the psychiatrist’s claim that I couldn’t be dissociative if I was functional. Neither 
of us understood that I was functional because I was dissociative! Furthermore, other than the flood of memories and emotions, I told myself that I had 
none of the classic symptoms of dissociation. For instance, all of the clothes in my closet were similar. I never found mud on my shoes that I couldn’t explain. 
My car never mysteriously had less gas in it in the morning than the night before. My sophisticated presenter programming (e.g., Alice in Wonderland, 
etc.) prevented any awareness of time lost or gaps in memory, and ensured that my temperament, behaviors and preferences remained consistent. I never 
deviated from my presenter profile. With pretty profound denial, I told myself that I never looked or sounded dissociative, ignoring the fact that Ihad seen 
my handwriting change many times in my journal, wrote journal entries that I didn’t remember, and seemed to have other personalities in me pop out and 
talk with Neil. That everyone around me —my husband, best friends, children and closest colleagues — never noticed that I was ever ‘different’ reinforced my 
notion that I was not dissociative. I had no idea that they, too, were dissociative and mind controlled. 

During this period, more than the actual content of the memories, it was the unremitting panic that made me feel absolutely wretched. It would 
not be an exaggeration to say that the constant panic was mental and emotional torture. This panic was, as described in the previous chapter, a programmed 
barrier against healing and internal communication. It was also the result of fearing punishment given by the other programmers between every appoint- 
ment, or after any instance of remembering the cult or unauthorized communication between parts. The punishments — usually electroshock, stretching, 
spinning, being lowered into a pit filled with insects or snakes, gang rape, rape by animals and other forms of torture that leaves very little or no visible marks 
— were applied during meetings with the Illuminati programmers who were my colleagues on the anti-healing project. 

At these meetings, as Ana the Illuminati programmer, I would show Elsa’s journaling and drawings to the team for analysis and discussion. I and 
reporter parts inside would also share our insights and observations regarding how and why different parts were responding to attempts at remembering 
and healing. As I was carrying recording devices (unknown to Elsa) on me to all my appointments, we would also listen to and discuss the actions of Elsa 
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and other parts at these appointments. We had placed two hidden cameras in Neil’s office. These videos were reviewed in excruciating detail. My colleagues 
closely interviewed different parts in the system to ensure that they were disclosing everything that would be relevant to testing and improving our latest 
anti-healing programs. In particular, they wanted to know what parts who did try to heal were thinking as they did so, and their explanations for their 
actions and hopes. After each battery of comprehensive system assessments, all parts who had engaged in the healing work would be called out for pun- 
ishments, then all parts who had remained ‘good’ would be rewarded. For instance, because Elsa was still in denial and refusing to talk with the parts who 
reached out to her, she was frequently rewarded with temporary cessation of the panic for a few days, and extra time to play with her children in a happy 
setting with plenty of hugs and affirmations of each other. 

Since the goal was to assess the strength of anti-healing programming, after the punishments, my colleagues would give the non-cult presentation 
system, Elsa, a command to keep sincerely trying to heal. So, the miserable cycle continued: try to heal, then panic; try to heal, then panic. They observed 
over the year that Elsa could be pushed into a state of non-functionality by the dint of the torturous panic and confusion, but yet, she would still refrain 
from responding to parts talking to her, or engaging more deeply with her emerging memories. This finding suggesting that panic and confusion could be an 
effective barrier to healing for adults engaging in therapy and prayer ministry. The other six programmers who were field testers for the anti-healing pro- 
grams were subjected to the same process. All of this made me feel sick inside, but none of us dared to do anything differently. 

The content of these meetings was transmitted directly to the Jesuits via the technology we had hidden in the Illuminati facilities. I and the other 
Jesuit infiltrators on the team, including two of the field testers, would share our insights and recommendations with the Order. They conducted their own 
assessments on our systems as well. We were expected to report immediately to the Order if we started experiencing any real healing or loss of occultic power 
from the deliverance sessions, or any disloyalty is hinted at by parts. Mattheo and the other leaders in the Order were very pleased about being able to gather 
information useful for improving our own anti-healing programs. 

Nonetheless, there was much that my Illuminati colleagues and Jesuit brothers did not know: I truly, truly wanted to heal and to be free, and this 
project was only making me determined to really try. Sometime over the past year, Ana and several other parts inside had started to secretly use the 
information gained to consider breaking their programming, healing, and escaping the cult. All their assessments failed to reveal this fact because parts 
were cooperating to lie to both cults, and put forth the correct readings for brain scans and other tests. This was a sign that despite being active in the cult 
and running our anti-healing programming on a more surface level, at a deeper level we were already defying our programming to be unfailingly loyal and 
compliant. It was terrifying to consider freedom, but I was so tired of a life of being hurt and controlled, and of hurting and controlling others; I was coming 
to a place where I knew that Ijust would not be able to do it anymore. The hint that freedom might be possible, the growing knowledge that I was gaining on 
how to address mind control and the fact that there were people out there who cared enough to want to help — all this combined to give me just enough hope 
to want to try. 

Furthermore, my own encounters and the encounters of the other field testers with a kind and loving God during a few prayer ministry sessions was 
creating hope. While we were constantly being reprogrammed to discard and doubt these experiences, and to pray to other beings or internal parts even when 
the front parts were apparently praying to ‘Jesus’ or ‘God the Father’, it was unmistakable at times that He could and did want to help. He was not condemn- 
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ing us despite our duplicitous data-gathering mission, and our history of satanism and violence. My heart had been always been stirred by the stories I had 
heard of God showing his love to cult members. Now that I had been experiencing moments of His love for myself, I wanted to be free and know Him more. 
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“Well, what do you think, Danny?” I burst out. “I’ve had a hell of an assignment the past few weeks; trying to make the leadership in San Diego 
and the leadership here happy, and everyone has their own agenda. The only one they don’t care about making happy is...me.” There, I’ve said it. I’ve 
actually shared what I really feel, dangerous as this is. 

I then ask Danny, my beloved brother, the one who understands me best of all, a question of my own. “Danny, don’t you ever wish, that things 
could be...different?” 

He looks sideways at me. “How do you mean, different?” 

“That we all could have more times like this, and not because we desperately need R & R, or are checking out what someone is privately 
thinking.” I look into his eyes, knowing that much as my brother loves me, he is under orders, too. 

Danny bursts out laughing. “Of course, we all feel that way,” he says. “But most of us don’t have the courage to be quite that direct.” My brother 
is nothing if not honest, too, one of the things I love about him. 

“What if we do?” Iaskhim. “What happens to us then?” 

He looks troubled, as he stirs the fire with a stick. “I don’t know,” he finally answers. 

I wonder what he will tell Mattheo about this conversation. 

I get my answer the day we come back. Mattheo reiterates that I will be working in the main facility for a year, and administrating the training 
school for our six- to twelve-year-old children as well. The other leaders have decided that spending extra time with the children at the facility, the 
children I love so much, will help keep my heart - and my loyalty -firmly attached to Rome. I love hearing the laughter of the children as they come 
down the hall, calling out “Father Luke!” with delight, rushing to greet me. I take a special interest in one of the classes now in its fifth year in the 
school. This class has the brightest group of children the school has ever seen, and they all have exceptional theta skills. I am the primary attachment 
figure for several in this class, and am helping to mentor the others. I hug the children, and listen with genuine interest as they tell me about what 
they are learning, and about some ofthe new projects they are planning. 

Additionally, besides my strategic roles as a general in the Order and occasional jobs as a 33, I remain busy as a programmer and scientist. 
Paralleling my work in the Illuminati, using the data stolen from different occult groups and our own data, I collaborate with Mattie and two others 
to improve the Order’s anti-Christian and anti-healing programming. Every story that comes in of cult members receiving help from God during 
prayer ministry sessions shakes my denial of God's goodness. Every story of parts trying to think independently when confronted with curiosity and 
genuine human kindness during therapy shakes my belief in the insidious power of trauma-based mind control from infancy. But I hide my longing 
for God, truth and freedom close to my heart, and continue being the ‘perfect’ Jesuit father. 

After a year of extreme busyness and extensive checks of my systems by my programmers, Mattheo and the other fathers are convinced of my 
loyalty. We decide that it is time for me to continue my infiltration of the Illuminati. Over the past year, Lizzie and my two other sisters have taken the 
role of Elsa and Anainthe USA. Twice a month, Elsa has been seeing Jim Friesen, a therapist with experience working with DID. She has not returned 
to nursing but has been teaching kindergarten and first grade at her children’s Christian school. Ana has continued to hold the trainers’ chair on the 
Western regional council, and has been working hard as an Illuminati programmer. Inthe programming studios, I undergo updates to the memories 


1 min left in chapter 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


of my Elsa and Ana parts so that we can seamlessly slip back into these roles upon reaching the USA, with no gaps in our timelines, and no memory 
of Rome. 


This chapter shows how well the Jesuits understand the importance of love, attachment and belonging for maintaining loyalty. We did truly love 
each other in the Order, even though our love was constrained by the constant need to control each other in order to fulfill Satan’s agendas. Nonetheless, the 
love and belonging, parceled out under the conditions of total mind control and the subjugation of our own consciences to carry out inhumane acts, could 
never really meet my human needs. Rather than increasing my loyalty and decreasing my desire for a different life, this year only increased my desire to be 
free. The moments of encountering God’s love while posing as a survivor wanting to heal had reminded me of what true love really is. However, I did not know 
how I could possibly pay the price of leaving. I knew that if I tried, Satan would take out his vengeance on my loved ones. They themselves, out of their own 
fears and conditioning, would reject me and obey Satan’s orders to crush attempts my follow God and be free. I had experienced this when I was 14 years old, 
and I was, at this point, convinced that I could not take that risk again. 


1 min Left in chapter 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


Chapter 26: Project Alexis 


During the year in Rome, the Order had started a critical new project that the Jesuits called Project Alexis. Its overarching goal is control over 
every aspect of society globally and to this end, the project has three areas. The first area is security: the assignment of a digital ID to every human 
being on earth, and developing the capabilities for monitoring each person with hardware and software. The second project area involves the digital- 


the 1950s. The coming phases involve an exponential increase in reach through new technologies to be rolled out every few years: cell phones, 
personal computers, the Internet, video games, online games, and more. In the future, everyone will have access to a constant stream of interactive 
information through many types of technologies priced to be accessible toa very wide swath of the population. We are therefore now preparing the 
subliminals that can fully exploit the coming technologies for widespread dissemination. Our social goal is unspeakably wicked; the subliminals are 
designed to shift perceptions and beliefs — albeit slowly, for human beings are slow to change - to bring about dark agendas: racism; anti-Semitism; 
the desire for anew world order; the desire to get rid of the ‘nuisance’ of paper and coin currency and go digital; the longing for a courageous world 
leader who will bring peace; the desire to break down the previous norms of decent sexual behavior; the acceptance of every form of sexual deviance, 
including pedophilia and bestiality; an acceptance and admiration for lawlessness; and complete breakdown ofthe family unit and any sense of un- 


Other important team members include the fathers and students talented in the skills needed to develop and test the technologies to be used. A 
large portion of our work is dedicated to designing the characters who will be the speakers for the new world order: Alexis (female) and Alex (male). 
The images of Alexis and Alex are composites of many nationalities. We are testing several variations of the images on people from every nation on 
the earth, and every age group, to see which ones engender the most trust and acceptance. At the same time, we are trying to engineer their voices. 
Again, these voices are composites of how different peoples in different regions speak, and have been synthesized carefully together with the aim of 
stirring a sense of harmony, balance and security in the listeners. These voices are tested again and again for acceptability and trustworthiness in 
different populations across the world. 

The plan is that over the next few decades, Alexis and Alex will continually feature in visual and aural subliminals globally, telling and 
showing people that the new world leader will take care of them, and that all will be well when he takes power. This will condition people around the 
world totrust the ‘Light of the World’ that Satan has promised us would come soon, when he rises to take global leadership in a time of international 
unrest and crises like global famine and plagues. During the unveiling of the Light of the World, the subliminals and media directly featuring Alexis 
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and Alex will also be used to reassure those who are afraid and overwhelmed what to do, and why they should not fear the changes occurring in their 
nation or the world. 


My work on Project Alexis is another source of sorrow and regret. I hate how the Order and the other occult societies have used underhanded 
techniques to influence people, and diminish their rights and choices. It has been hard for me to believe at first that God could forgive me for such wicked 
work, but I have since learned that He really does. The deployment of subliminals over television and the Internet is one reason why I very rarely watch 
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I do note that subliminals are limited in their ability to influence: they cannot acutely transform a person’s personality, character or values, or 
“program” them in the manner that this term is used in mind control. For instance, a person raised to value honesty and hard work will not suddenly start 
to resent having to work from 9-5, five days a week, even after 20 hours of watching MASH reruns on TV. Their ability to shift social values is contingent 
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movements, movies, TV shows, music, video and online games, books and comics, education curriculums spanning kindergarten to graduate programs, leg- 
islation, religious reforms, and more. 
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Chapter 27: Leaving the Illuminati 


Another year passes and I am 39 years old. Inthe Illuminati, as Ana, I continue working on Jonathan's team for testing and improving the anti- 
healing programming. By all appearances, in my case, the programming and the adjustments we are make to it are working well: Elsa and other parts 
try very hard to share memories and heal, but remain severely constrained by denial and horrible panic. None of them disclose any high security 
memories or information, i.e., the truths that Elsa is an active and competent adult member of an organized occult society, and that her ritual abuse 
did not happen only when she was an infant and toddler. Jim Friesen, her current Christian therapist, seems convinced that Elsa is sincerely trying 
to heal. 

“Looks like you might be off the hook soon,” Taurus, another programmer on the team, comments after we review my data at a meeting in 
spring. 

My heart sinks slightly at his statement. A few of the other field testers had already stopped going for therapy or prayer ministry as we were 
satisfied with the findings from their experiences. Unlike them, though, I did not want to stop. My desire for true healing and freedom has contin- 
ued to grow. I know I need to be allowed to keep trying to heal. 

“The data has been at a saturation point for the past twelve weeks,” I reply. That is, we were not finding or learning anything new for three 
months because my system seemed to have settled into a steady and predictable balance of trying to heal and self-punishing for healing according 
to programming parameters. “But it would still be too soon for me to stop.” 

The team waits for my explanation. While I am not the project leader, the team respects me because I am the head trainer on the Western 
regional council in the USA. 

I continue calmly and clinically, “We have not been able to completely stop Elsa from having unauthorized nightmares, or from having times 
when her panic increases when she looks at her children. Both of these things should not still be happening.” I look around at my colleagues, “We 
should not stop my testing until we have controlled these two situations.” 

From the head of the table, Jonathan frowns at me. He has resented me for many years because I do not pander to his ego, and I have calledhim 
out many times for unnecessary cruelty. Jonathan is a gifted programmer but he is no team player. I can see that he is tempted to say “no” simply out 
of spite. However, he is concerned about getting the best outcomes from the project, and so is reluctantly considering my recommendation. 

Freya, with whom I’ve always had a good relationship, speaks up. “Exploring how to control these situations will likely involve subjecting your 
system toa significant amount of additional stress.” In other words, finding out just how much more scientifically applied torture would be needed 
prevent the unauthorized nightmares or patterns of panic without destabilizing the rest of the system. 

Jonathan smirks a little, and I wish that it was acceptable to slap him. 

“T trust that this team would be able to manage the stress on my system,” I say, then reiterate my main point. “The two situations more than 
strongly suggest there are still weaknesses in the programming that we need to understand and resolve.” 
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The frown returns to Jonathan’s face, and I know I cannot say more. Something in his expression tells me that he is troubled by my recommen- 
dation. I suspect his instincts are telling him that there is more to my desire to continue ‘trying to heal’ than merely testing the programming, but he 
has no evidence with which to accuse me. 

“Fine.” Jonathan decides. “We'll keep Elsa ‘healing’ for two more months, focus on controlling her dreams and panic, then you're off. It will be 
more useful to have data from other subjects now.” 

The two months pass tumultuously for Elsa. She continues seeing Friesen twice a month, and trying very hard to heal while parenting and 
dealing with panic. The programming team works hard these two months to figure out how to inflict enough self-perpetuating pain and terror on 
her system to stop unauthorized dreams and panic. As Ana, I am experiencing a different kind of panic as I secretly struggle to come up with plans 
for leaving the Illuminati with my family, and finding healing for us. Deeper inside, as Luce, I am torn between wanting to leave the Jesuits, and fear- 
ing the price of doing so. 

By the end of the two months, the Illuminati programmers have managed to reduce Elsa’s dreams somewhat, but she still panics at times when 
she looks at her children. Jonathan orders me to stop testing my anti-healing programs. The team, to my frustration, isin agreement with him. Some 
of them, I suspect, frankly feel a little sorry about the amount of torture I am receiving. Others genuinely feel that it would be more useful to test 
with other subjects, then use the knowledge gained from them to circle back to me for adjusting my programming. To close my field test, the plan 
is to program Elsa to believe that she has ‘healed’ and ‘no longer needs to work on this stuff from my past’, then reinitiate the full amnesia barriers 
around Elsa so she no longer hears parts or gets memories. I flatly refuse, and the meeting ends very poorly. 


That evening, I receive a call from Rome over our secure devices. Another Jesuit infiltrator in the Illuminati has called a men’s meeting at 
church to keep Chuck out of the house for a few hours so I can speak freely as Luce. The faces of Mattheo, Mattie, Lizzie, Conner and a few other 
leaders and close friends show up on my computer monitor, since the capabilities for this type of interaction has been available for many years 
within the Order. To access it, I enter codes to access a hidden hard drive with faster processing speeds and memory on my simple ‘home computer’. 

“What is going on, Luce?” Mattheo asks. “We had not discussed or agreed that Ana would defy Jonathan on this matter.” He gives me a 
scrutinizing look; all the fathers on the call do. Unlike the Illuminati, the Jesuits know that I had once become a Christian, and had tried to truly heal 
and abscond. 

“Ana can’t stop now.” Iam trying to give as much as the truth as I possibly can without bringing the wrath of Satan and the fathers down on 
my head. Mattheo and the others know me so well that the larger the portion of untruth in my responses, they more likely they are to detect that I 
am dissimulating. 

“We need to more rigorously test the Illuminati anti-healing programming over a longer period of time because any weakness in these pro- 
grams has the potential to negatively affect our infiltration and control of them,” I point out very truthfully and continue, “If the Illuminati systems 
in any of our agents heal because their anti-healing programs have flaws, then their Illuminati system may discover the Jesuit systems and programs 
deeper within and so compromise us.” 


8 mins left in chapter 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


Chapter 25: Back to Rome 


Four weeks after Elsa, my American presentation had to stop working as a nurse, I am back in Rome as Luce, my Jesuit presenter. As usual, to 
keep the Illuminati from noticing my absence, my sister Lizzie fills in for me as Elsa. She, rather than one of my other genetically identical sisters 
takes over for me this time, since she herself is a very skilled programmer and could continue to give us good data from the Illuminati anti-healing 
projects. It is a relief to be back home, and to have a break from Elsa’s constant panic and the exhausting, torturous cycle of attempting to heal and 
punishment. Nonetheless, my growing desire for freedom makes me feel a little on edge. I know it will be harder to hide this desire from others in the 
Order, because of how well they know me, and their deep access to all parts of my system. I had been successful in hiding it so far, but I can’t help but 
remain a little anxious that I might end up revealing how much I really want help to stop my programming and escape their control. 

While I can’t think of any hints that I might have given the fathers that my commitment is wavering, a conversation I had with Mattheo and 
Mattie the day before has heightened my concern. 

“I'm worried that testing the Illuminati anti-healing programming is wearing you out,” Mattheo had said, “You are not going back to America 
for a year. You need a break. Lizzie and your sisters can fill in.” 

Mattie, my best friend and primary programmer when I was an infant and young child, adds somewhat incongruously and bluntly, “Remem- 
ber what believing the Jesus shit did to you when you were 14.” I well remember those traumas that occurred after I first believed in Jesus. But even 
deeper, buried deep inside, is also a knowing that this Jesus offered me the only real love without strings attached or manipulation, that I had ever 
experienced in my life. 

Before I start back to work in the Rome facility, Mattheo has my twin brother Danny and I take a 3-day vacation together. I know that this 
vacation with the person I love most on earth next to Mattheo is not a reward. Rather, it is so that Danny can assess how the “healing” work in 
America has impacted my systems, and to discover if Iam thinking of escaping. Mattheo'’s sharp, discerning eyes have picked up subtle signs of rest- 
lessness in me. I am frustrated because Iam unsure what these signs that Mattheo has noticed are, but Iam glad to spend time with Danny. Mattheo 
has another reason for this time with my brother: he wants us to renew and re-forge the already strong bonds of love between us. There is no greater 
cure for “restlessness” than the deep desire to be with those we love most. Danny will remind me of how much I love him and others in the Order. 

It is beautiful on the lake in northern Italy where Danny and I sail together to an isolated, pine-covered point jutting out on its northern side. 
Weare laughing, because this brother who looks identical to me other than his short goatee beard, slightly broader shoulders and tapered waist, has 
a wonderful, wicked sense of humor. He is filling me in on some of the latest events at the facility. 

When we approach the site we will camp at, we fall silent, overcome by the beauty that surrounds us here. That night, as we roast bread and 
cheese over acamp fire, we talk about ourselves. “How have you been, really?” Danny asks. “I’ve been worried about you. You’ve lost weight, and your 
eyes look stressed.” 
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I point out another concern, “They have not been able to establish why Ana continues to have unauthorized nightmares and panic, or fully 
control it. We know this means that her systems are somehow keeping something hidden from the team, or that the parts themselves really do not 
know why their programming is not running perfectly. If the Illuminati can’t ensure that the amnesia and other programs are running correctly in 
their agents with fronts parts who are trying to heal, and they can’t even assess them properly, then these agents may compromise our infiltrators. 
For instance, one of them might not respond correctly to amnesia triggers we give and so notice that a file in their computer system has been 
changed, or that there are a few different individuals fronting as a particular Illuminati agent”. 

We discuss these two and other concerns I raise. All through the conversation, Mattheo, Mattie, Lizzie and Danny observe me very closely. 

“What you are saying certainly makes sense.” Mattheo concludes. The team nods. 

Mattheo pauses and looks evenly at me. “I love you, son.” His eyes brim with gentleness and love. He then speaks firmly, “Give glory to God.” 
This is a command to tell the truth that I had been programmed with since infancy. 

“Tell me the truth.” Matteo continues explicitly. He goes to the heart of the matter with this terse question, “Why do you want to continue on 
this project?” 

My chest squeezes and tears spring into my eyes, “Because I love Rome.” I look around at all the faces on the monitor. I have known everyone of 
them all my life. “Because I love you.” 

I am telling the truth. I know they will interpret my statement as an affirmation of loyalty to the Order and Satan's agendas. But what I mean 
is this: It is because I love you, it is because I love all the fathers, because I love all our children, that I cannot bear to be part of this evil anymore. I do not 
want to keep living a life where we hurt each other and do hurtful things to others together. It is because I love you that Iam going to see if it is possible to try 
to break free, so we all might have a chance for freedom. This is for you, because I love you. 

They respond, “I love you too.” 

Mattheo and Mattie confer offscreen briefly. When they return, Mattheo tells me that I have permission to let Ana keep Elsa trying to heal for 
one more year. I hide my sigh of relief. The higher-ranking Jesuit infiltrators in the Illuminati will ensure that Jonathan will not be able to actually 
stop Ana, whatever fuss he makes. When the call is over, I sink onto the edge of my bed. One more year. It is not a lot of time. 


Back in the USA, as Ana, I continue to field test Elsa’s anti-healing programs. I, of course, have no memory of the Jesuit cult presenter’s meeting 
with Matteo and the other fathers. Jonathan is furious, but I ignore his orders to stop. Elsa continues seeing Friesen, journaling and engaging in other 
healing work. Between sessions, Jonathan and another programmer severely torture Elsa and any parts trying to heal, and install updates to the anti- 
healing programs. As Jonathan is extremely offended, he is excessively and appallingly vicious in his programming work. 

Lizzie and my sisters, who present as Ana and Elsa when I am doing other jobs for the Order, are very exasperated by this situation. 

“Luce,” Lizzie tells me darkly one day in the dining hall when she is back in Rome after a stint as Ana and Elsa. “I will be very glad when this 
year is over. Maybe you enjoy being a martyr for science, but I don’t.” 

I smile sheepishly at her. I think, Maybe it’ll be over sooner for you than you expect. 
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I am fronting as Elsa in the USA. I am talking with my therapist, Jim Friesen. He is known for working with dissociation, and his friendly and 
nonjudgmental demeanor has had numerous parts coming out and talking with him. I have finally started to learn to communicate with parts, and 
while it still bewilders and frightens me, we are journaling to each other and having internal conversations. As I start listening to parts, I also start 
to understand what ‘programming’ is, and that I have ‘programming’. Both Friesen and I are pleased with my progress, despite the ongoing struggle 
with panic. 

Today I start by asking him: “Is it normal to have dreams about being shocked with electricity all over?” 

He replies, “I have never heard of this before from anyone I have worked with.” 

I breathe deeply then blurt out, “I need to go inpatient to be safe; I think I havea lot of suicide programming inside that would fire off if I work 
too hard to get information from parts inside. My systems would destabilize.” 

“Ihave only had one client in my many years of practice go inpatient. I usually don’t recommend it,” Friesen demurs. 

“Well, Ineed this,” I tell him firmly. “I will be your second referral to inpatient,” 

At this point, I have accepted memories of intermittent ritual abuse for the first three years of life by my biological father and paternal 
grandmother. The memories, to my relief, indicate that the abuse stopped when my mother divorced my father. Nonetheless, my journaling and 
conversations with parts reveals a large, organized system of parts inside. My denial programming and amnesia keep me from noticing the incon- 
gruence between there ‘only’ being ritual abuse in my first three years of life, and my having a very complex and highly organized poly-fragmented 
system of parts. Likewise, I do not notice that my concern about suicide programming is incompatible with only having ritual abuse before I was 
three years old. None of my parts explain to me that it is highly unlikely that any programming team could successfully install suicide programming 
- a complex program that defies the human instinct for self-preservation -in a child less than three years old, and have this program be intact 33 
years later with no retuning or reinforcement in between. 

To my extreme frustration and distress, the panic continues. In fact, the harder I work to heal, the worse it gets. I can’t understand it. lam 
doing everything that the books and counselors say are supposed to help, and none of the techniques they recommend help. Thisis why I want to go 
inpatient. I hope that the time dedicated to healing, with supportive staff, might start to turn things around for me. 

Reluctantly, Friesen tells me about a counselor he knows who has an inpatient unit for treating dissociative disorders in Texas. Over the next 
two weeks, I create a plan for the work I will do while inpatient for two weeks, and he makes the referral. I contact this unit to make arrangements 
and provide my insurance information. 


A week later, I get a phone call from a stranger 

“Ts this Elsa?” asks a male voice. 

“Yes, it is,” I reply. “Who am I talking with?” 

“My name is Roland (a pseudonym), Iam the husband of your friend Pamela (also a pseudonym).” 
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Pamela is a friend I made while in therapy for a few weeks at a trauma unit in southern California a year ago. She was working hard to heal 
from governmental mind control and ritual abuse. We were roommates within the trauma center, and I had really liked her. During the month we 
were there, we had both supported and cheered each other on in our healing work. 

She had shared a pretty horrible story about her husband that occurred during a weekend pass that she spent with him. “We were driving 
along a road,” she told me, her large eyes blinking, “and then he told me to look inside the dashboard container. I opened it up, and there was a loaded 
gun sitting there. I looked over at him, and then he told me ‘feel free to use this anytime.’ I think he wants me to kill myself, because Iam remember- 
ing too much.” 

I believed her. Pamela had come back visibly upset and shaken from her visit. 

Pamela had shared something else with me. “I went toa dissociative disorders unit in Texas,” she said, “They were the only one that hadaclue 
and were helpful to me in my healing work.” This was the same unit that I was scheduled to spend two weeks at. 

I ask Roland, “How is Pamela doing?” I haven't heard from her in months, and have wondered if she was okay. I am also very surprised that her 
husband, who I don’t know at all, is calling me. 

“She’s dead,” Roland says. “Those people in Texas killed her. She came up to the upper peninsula with me after being inpatient there, and she 
killed herself. I stepped out for a few hours, and when I came back to our cabin, she was dead. It was those people in Texas. DO NOT GO THERE. They 
drive people crazy there.” 

Iam flabbergasted. “Thank you for the warning,” I say. “I will consider what you are telling me.” I hang up the phone. 

I am furious. I do not believe for a minute that the people in Texas killed her. I know, with everything in me, that Roland had left a loaded 
revolver with Pamela after giving her a command to useit to fatal effect. I am more determined than ever to go to Texas. For if asleazeball like Roland 
is trying to warn me away, they must do something good. I do not wonder how I know, or at least, why I believe that Roland had given Pamela a 
command to use the gun on herself, considering that I have not come across such things in the scant information I have found on mind control and 
programming. 


Itis a week later, and I am in north central Texas. Iam surprised to see people walking by at the DFW airport who actually do wear Stetson hats 
and cowboy boots; I thought that was all just stuff people did in movies. It seems so...country...after southern California. 

“Tm scared,” I tell my husband. He has flown with me to support me. I have a huge fear of hospitals, of being locked in and never being let out. 
I don’t realize that this is programming to prevent my ever going for mental health care. Instead, I think there must be something wrong with me, 
to bethis frightened. 

My husband drives the rental car to the small hospital ina suburb of Dallas. I fill out the paperwork and then go through the initial assessment, 
which consists of lots and lots of very personal questions. What surprises me is that Iam answering some of the questions with a German accent. I 
have never been to Germany in my life and this accent frightens me. After the intake, where I am carefully checked for physical scars and injuries asa 
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baseline, my husband tells me goodbye. I am terrified, shaking a bit, but I bring the few items I am allowed -clothes, but no belts or jewelry or items 
that I could harm myself with; no journals with wire binding —- and enter the unit. 

The staff are pleasant, but the unit is noisy. Apparently, someone is having a yelling match with a staff member, screaming at them “You're an 
idiot!” and calling them names. 

I quietly go far around the area where the altercation is occurring, led by another staff member who shows me my room and tells me the rules 
of the unit. She gives me a schedule that shows when groups meet, and tells me, “You will be meeting with your assigned therapist tomorrow in the 
afternoon. Her name is Julie” (note: not her real name). 


The next morning, I join my first group, one about family systems. It is interesting to learn about family dysfunction and how it can impact 
people. I think back on my American family, and realize that they are dysfunctional indeed. Even without the ritual trauma during my earliest child- 
hood, there is plenty to work on. 

It is mid-afternoon, and I am meeting in a private office off the unit with Julie. She is young and pretty, with intelligent eyes and a kind 
manner. We greet each other, talka bit about how long she has worked there, why she entered this field, and how I feel about being on the unit, then 
she gets down to business. What she says next floors me. 

“T want to meet the people inside who run things,” she says. 

“You can't,” I respond. “I have violent protectors who would hurt you first. My system is very guarded, and will not allow that kind of entry.” 
Inside, I am thinking Violent protectors? Who are they? What system? What the heck? 

“I don’t care. I want to meet the boss inside.” She is persistent. 

“T can’t let you. The VPs would hurt you to prevent that,” my voice replies. I feel far away as this conversation goes on. 

Julie keeps insisting that she wants the “boss” to come out, VPs or no VPs. She is pushing hard. 

I look at her. “I don’t want to hurt you,” I say. “If Ido what you ask, I will have to hurt you.” 

“Let the boss behind come forward anyway,” she insists yet again. 

Itry, and then suddenly without volition, I grab her pencil and stab her in the chest. I am horrified, as she screams then leaves the room, asking 
for help. 

“Its my fault, I pushed her too hard, she warned me,” I hear Julie at the nurse’s station, as she tells the head therapist on the unit what 
happened. “She must have had a psychotic snap.” 

I am still in the room, crying, curled up ina ball. What kind of terrible person am I, that I did such a horrible thing to someone who was just 
trying to help me? 

A staff member comes and gets me, and puts me in an isolation room, a room that is reserved for the very unstable. But a flicker of thought 
comes through my head: why did she push so hard? I tried to warn her, and she just didn’t listen to me. Did she not believe me — and why not? 
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It is two hours later, and the unit director and psychiatrist are both meeting with me. I tell them my side of the event and finish with, “I tried 
to warn her, I really did.” 

The director is kind, but firm. “Yes, you did, she told us about what happened. But we can’t risk you harming someone like this.” 

I start crying again, and I tell them, “Then ask your therapists to listen to people when they say back off, don’t keep pushing.” 

The clinical director and psychiatrist both look at me, and the psychiatrist says, “You are still cult active. This wasn’t just three years of spo- 
radic abuse during the first three years of your life.” 

Ilook at him without comprehension. “That’s impossible. It can’t be true.” 

“This is too fresh, your response too reactive, for it to have happened 33 years ago,” he replies. 

I look at both men, and being to shake. I shake as if I am having seizures, from head to toe; I feel as if I am breaking apart. “Oh my God!” I say. 
“Oh my God, it’s true.” The floodgates open as parts start giving me flashes of cult activities throughout my life. “I need some medicine for panic, I 
feel like I’m having a nervous breakdown,” I say. “And please, tell Julie I am so sorry for what happened. I really didn’t want to hurt her.” 

I am given medication to help calm the sheer terror coursing through my body. I am in the isolation room. I have a journal that is bound 
without wires, and I am journaling rapidly. Itis all coming out: my cult name, my husband’s cult name, my children’s cult names, and what we were 
doing out in San Diego. For the first time in my life, I remember that I am also ‘Ana’. I have also signed a contract that I will not attack any other 
therapists, one of the conditions of being allowed to stay on the unit. I have also been reassigned to a different therapist, a middle-aged man, one with 
extensive experience working with this type of trauma. 

That evening, I call my husband in San Diego. 

“T love you,” he says as soon as he hears my voice. 

“Ilove you, too,” I reply. “But I have something I need to tell you.” 

I then tell him what I have been remembering, how we are both cult active, and the children are as well because of us. He listens, then says in 
an angry tone, “I don’t remember anything like this!” 

“But it’s true!” I reply. “You know I’m not a liar. Please, pray about this,” I plead. 

“Maybe you need to leave that place,” he replies. 

But I know that I need time to hear what my parts inside are telling me, as I journal. I have already filled half a notebook today alone. 

The next day, an EEG tech comes to give me an EEG. The psychiatrist over the unit likes to use this test to rule out any residual intracranial 
damage from abuse. As the tech applies electrodes to my scalp, I start shaking and then start screaming. I apologize, saying, “I’m sorry, but I can’t let 
you do this. It’s bringing something up in me that I can’t handle right now.” The tech is nice, accepts my apology, and takes the electrodes off, to my 
great relief. 

I go back to the isolation room, and journal. I create a map covered with words like “alpha”, “beta” “gamma’ 
idea of what the words mean, but somehow, I know this information is important. 


“delta” “epsilon” “theta”. I have no 
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I meet withthe psychiatrist, John (not his real name) and apologize for being unable to have an EEG. Ithen show him my diagram, and ask him, 
“Have you ever heard of this kind of thing before?” 

He looks, and then says, “No, I can’t say that I have.” 

I ask, “What do Ido?” 

He says, “Keep writing. Maybe you will find out. Someone in there knows what it means.” 

That night, a part journals that these are brainwaves, and that I have programming linked to them. I meet with my newer, older therapist the 
next morning. I show him the diagrams and what I have journaled about them. “My parts say I have brainwave programming,” I tell him. “How do I 
undo it?” 

“You need to get in touch with your parts, let them share their memories, abreact the traumas.” 

“How do I dothat, and stay stable?” I ask. 

“You need to find that answer from inside,” he replies. 

I feel completely frustrated. I have no idea how to do the things he is recommending. My panic levels are at an all-time high as I journal and 
parts share more and more about my life in the Illuminati on the west coast. It is becoming evident to me that it will not be safe for me to go back to 
San Diego. If what my parts are telling me is true, my life there has not been at all what I thought it was, and I am involved in some terrible activities. 
There is one thing that I do know, though. I cannot continue doing these activities, and I must find a way to stop. 


The Illuminati had not wanted me to go inpatient at this hospital at all. I had made my own arrangements for admission in direct defiance to 
Jonathan. Hence the phone call from Roland and news of Pamela’s death, all arranged by him. The Order, behind the scenes, ensured that my admission 
would happen as this was within the one-year period of testing my Illuminati anti-healing programming that Mattheo and Mattie had authorized. That day 
at the hospital in Desoto, Texas in 1996 was the first major turning point of my healing journey. Ana took the plunge to ignore the internal security, denial, 
and amnesia barriers in order to share with Elsa the truth about life in San Diego. 

As Ana, three things led to my decision to finally break free from the Illuminati: my growing weariness with life in the cult, my desire to be free, and 
the knowledge and compassion shown by the unit director and psychiatrist. The ability of these two men to accurately state that my programming was 
fresh and there was no way that Elsa’s abuse happened 33 years ago made me feel like there was some hope to receive competent help from the unit. Even 
more importantly, their decision to not make me leave granted me the safety I would need to be able to keep downloading memories to Elsa and increase 
our internal cooperation. Without the safety and separation from other cult agents afforded by being inpatient, I knew I would not be able to establish the 
beachhead of healing I needed for leaving the cult. If they had made me leave according to their usual application of rules, I would not have made the deci- 
sion I made on that day to start working together inside and leave the Illuminati. 

I will also note that time was a factor. It was six years between Elsa first getting her memories of ritual abuse and mind control and Elsa/Ana deciding 
to take the step to fully heal and leave the Illuminati, and ten years between Ana first working on the anti-healing commission and taking her own steps to 


get free. 
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Unfortunately, while my Illuminati system was genuinely trying to get free, they were still completely amnesic to the group I really belonged to, one 
whose members I was most deeply bonded to: the Jesuit Order. Luke, my Jesuit cult presenter, was ambivalent about leaving because of the pain of previous 
failures to get free, and the threat to loved ones. The internal conflict and partial commitment to healing and freedom created a situation in which it was in- 
evitable that I would not be able to truly break free at this time. 
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Chapter 28: Illuminati Punishment 


By the end of the first week in the hospital as Elsa, I know that two weeks will not be enough. I arrange for another four weeks, and present to 
my therapists a plan for healing work that parts share with me. A few days before discharge, a beautiful box of 12 red roses arrives for me. With the 
boxis a card from my husband: Please know that I love you, and am sorry for being so controlling. I will try to stop being such a control freak. I don’t want 
to control you anymore, and will try to let go of control. Love, Chuck. 

He had underlined every instance of the word “control” every time, and double underlined it two times. I show my therapist the card, and ask, 
“Do you think the word control is supposed to trigger something in me?” 

My therapist just looks at me, and asks, “What do you think?” 

“Tthinkit does,” I reply. “I think the red roses are also supposed to mean something, but I’m not sure what, yet.” I wonder how to deal with this 
situation; I doubt that normal marriage counseling has any strategies for addressing cult triggers from a spouse. 

Whatever the roses were meant to trigger, through the six weeks of hard work on healing and internal communication, I resist the pull to 
return to San Diego after discharge. Instead, I rent an apartment with another survivor, and go to outpatient treatment daily. Parts are creating 
inside round tables to facilitate communication between systems, and trying to decide what steps we should take to stay safe and build a new life. I 
am meeting all kinds of parts, and they all want to get out and get free. They try to plan what to do, and how to do it. When I am not in outpatient 
therapy, I am journaling, collaging and trying to open up every avenue of communication possible with inside parts. 

The Illuminati, naturally, are furious. My extension of my hospital stay and refusal to return to San Diego, and my system sharing current cult 
activity and programming with the non-cult presenter, Elsa, and with the hospital staff, have convinced them that I am actually truly trying to heal 
and leave the cult. 

At night, without my conscious awareness, I am getting calls on the phone, ordering me to come back to San Diego. There are knocks at the 
door as well, but I don’t answer them. The door is opened anyway, and rough hands wake me up, and say, “Come back, or else your children will pay 
for your disobedience.” I wake up with panic each morning this happens, without knowing what caused the panic. Nonetheless, parts and I continue 
journaling to each other, and the increasingly dire unfolding picture affirms to me that I cannot return. It also makes me increasingly desperate to 
get my children to safety. 

A week after discharge, I call Chuck. “Hi,” I say, as he answers the phone. 

“When are you coming home?” he demands angrily. “The kids andI miss you.” 

“IT know, but I don’t feel safe coming back, unless you and I get marriage counseling first,” I tell him. “I want you to fly out here, and meet with 
one of the therapists here.” 

There is along pause. 

“All right. I will come out on Thursday, two weeks from today,” he tells me. “I'll bring the kids with me.” 


7 mins leftin chapter 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


Iam ecstatic. My husband is willing to get help. Maybe things will turn out okay. Iam unaware that Ana, who understands how the cult works 
better than I do, is very skeptical that things will turn out ok. Nonetheless, there is nothing either of us can do to force him to bring the kids, and we 
can only pray. 

The day comes. There is aknock comes on the door. I openit in excitement, expecting to see Chuck and my three children. Butit isa policeman. 
He is serves me with two sets of paper: papers filing for divorce, signed by my husband, and a restraining order. With disbelief, I read the restraining 
order. It says Iam not allowed to come within 1000 feet of my children, or I will go to jail. 

I call my husband. “What are these papers, filing for divorce and a restraining order?” I yell into the phone. “What is the meaning of this? You 
said you would come and meet with my therapist and I today, and instead, I get - this! Why didn’t you come? You promised me.” 

My husband responds in a monotone voice, “It’s not safe there.” 

“What do you mean, it’s not safe?” I ask. “No one is going to hurt you. I just want you to meet with my therapist, and talk.” 

“Those therapists aren't safe,” he replies in the same monotone voice. “Come home, here.” 

“Oh, shit!” I say, as Islam the phone down. I realize that someone has gotten ahold of my husband, and convinced him to leave me. I now 
understand that this someone isthe cult, judging from the monotone, flat voice he used. At this point, Ido not realize that the Illuminati have started 
to systemically punish me by removing my money, my children, and my friends. 


It is the next day. I am out of money and need to pay rent to my roommate. I go intothe bank sinceI have thousands saved inan account that I 
opened years ago with my husband. When I get to the teller with a withdrawal slip, she looks into her computerized screen, then hesitates. “I’m sorry, 
there’s no money in this account,” she tells me. 

“That’s impossible! I have $5000 of my money in that account,” I insist. 

“Maybe so, but your husband withdrew the money last week,” she informs me. 

“But, but, that’s illegal! He would need my signature to do that! That was money that I worked hard for and earned!” 

The teller replies quietly, “Not if you havea joint account, he doesn’t need a signature.” 

“You mean, he can just go in, and clean my account out like that?” Iask. 

“Yes, honey, he can.” The teller looks at me sadly, and I leave the bank, discouraged. 

Iam penniless. My social security checkis late. I have been on disability for the past year, and this check is my sole source of income. I call social 
security to see what has happened to my check. After waiting for what seems like hours, I finally get through to a real person. 

“Oh, we sent it, to your address in San Diego,” Iam told. “The check was cashed last week.” 

“But I’m not in San Diego, I’m in Texas,” I tell the worker on the phone. I realize witha jolt that my husband has forged my signature, deposited 
the check into our joint account, and then taken the money for himself. 

I tell the social security worker, “I need to update my address. Here is where future checks need to be mailed to.” 


5 mins left in chapter 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


In desperation, I call my mother, and tell her I have no money, and that my husband wants to divorce me, and will not let me see our children. 
She has never liked my husband, and sends me a check, but also a warning. “Go back to San Diego, or you will make people angry, and you don’t want 
that. Don’t bea fool.” 


When I get back to my apartment, Danny is waiting for me. “Hi, sister.” He greets me cheerfully. Before the words are out of his mouth, upon 
seeing him, Ana and Elsa submerge, and Luce switches out. 

We hug and he looks closely at me. “How are you?” He asks. 

I had been communicating with the fathers on a regular basis in in the hospital through a cell phone I had smuggled in, unbeknownst to Ana 
or Elsa, but it has been a while since I have seen my brother in person. Before I respond, Tremaine emerges from the bathroom, with her hair styled 
and dressed like me. I understand; it’s time for a trip back to Rome and she will cover for me. 

In Rome, I spend two weeks being assessed. Mattheo, Mattie, Tommie (who has the cover identity of being Ana’s biological mother in the 
Illuminati), Lizzie and the other trainers and leaders are very concerned about Ana’s decision to fully defect, a decision that they had not authorized. 
By some miracle, I manage to convince them that I, the Jesuit cult presenter and other Jesuit systems are still loyal, and that Ana’s decisions could 
prove useful to us. The lies I reel off to my beloved fathers, with my heart in my mouth, frankly make little sense to me. Perhaps what is convincing 
them in the end is the difficulty they have believing that after what happened when I was 14, I would ever consider defecting from Rome again. 
Perhaps the fact that not a hint of Jesuit information has been shared by Luce to Ana is helping them to believe that the problem was isolated to the 
Illuminati systems. 

Instead of frying me alive, then forbidding me to leave Rome for five years, we come up with a plan toconvince the Illuminati that Ana could 
be controlled, and not become a security risk. One strategy includes a romantic bond with a new handler, a ‘boyfriend’ whom Elsa would eventually 
marry in Chuck's place. We have just the right Jesuit infiltrator in the Illuminati to use for this role, Father Joram, a man close to me in age. His 
Illuminati cover identity, Sagit, had an extensive history of handling and retrieving cult members who were trying to escape cult control (e.g., asa 
cult “bounty hunter”). Not only this, but Sagit’s non-cult ordinary day presenter, Jimmy, had already infiltrated the survivor community in Dallas 
where he had built a reputation for being a kind and sincere cult survivor himself who was trying to heal. We work on ironing out the details of the 
plan to make Sagit become Ana’s handler, and other plans needed to ensure that the Illuminati will severely punish yet not kill Ana. 

I return to Texas with Lizzie and Danny. They remind me how important I am to Rome and how much they love me, before they give me the 
codes to switch back in, and for Elsa and Ana to emerge with no gap in their time lines. 


As Elsa, I search for a lawyer who will take on my custody case. I have called five, and all five wish me “Good luck. I can’t take this case.” When I 
ask and ask why nobody will take my case, one finally tells me the truth: “Lady, this is going to be along, drawn-out battle, one that could take years. 
You just don’t have the money to make it worthwhile. Nobody is going to take this on. There’s not enough money in it.” 

I feel discouraged, but keep going through the San Diego County phone book. Finally, I find a lawyer willing to represent me. But I’m not sure I 
like her advice once I have paid her a retainer, using the money I have earned over the past few months by working as a nurse here in Texas. 
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“Oh, you don’t have to go to custody hearings,” my lawyer assures me. I don’t believe her, and show up anyway, first by phone. The custody 
hearing is going okay, until my ex’s lawyer asks, “Do you believe that your children are being abused by a satanic cult that your husband is involved 
in?” I am not expecting such a direct question, and the answer pops out, “Yes, I do.” 

The interview is immediately over. 

A month later, I go to court. After hearing the transcript of the phone interview, the judge awards full custody of my children to my ex; I am 
only allowed supervised visitation since I am considered to be a risk for abducting my children out of state. If Itake the children out of state, I will 
go directly to jail. 


During this extremely painful and lonely month, I make a new friend, Jimmy. He is dating my roommate but we start to become good friends. 
Iam ableto pour out to him my anger and betrayal about Chuck, and my fears for my children. Jimmy is remarkably empathetic and supportive, and 
as acult survivor himself, he understands my concerns about safety. 


Three months later, I decide to break the restraining order to go see my children. I cannot stand the thought that they will think I have 
abandoned them. I call my sister, who lives in San Diego, and tell her I am driving into town in three days. Reluctantly, she agrees to have the children 
there so I can see them. Jimmy, my ever-supportive friend, comes with me to reduce the risk of abduction, and I am glad to have him help me with 
the long drive. 

All three of my children are at my sister’s apartment when I finally make it into town. As I enter the door, I give them a big hug, crying. “I’ve 
missed you so much,” I tell them as tears run down my face. “So very much.” 

But my oldest daughter starts panicking. “Oh no, oh no, ohno,” she says. “I have to call Daddy, I have to call Daddy. He told me to call him right 
away if something like this happens.” 

Ilook at my sister. My younger son is crying. I hold him in my lap as I am hugging my other daughter. 

My oldest daughter is increasingly frantic. “Call daddy, call daddy, call daddy,” she says over and over. I realize that she has been programmed 
to do this, and it breaks my heart. 

My sister hands her the phone and she makes the call. “Daddy, Mom is here,” she says. She is 12 years old, and her voice is shaking. “What 
should I do?” 

She hands the phone to me. 

“I will let you see them this once, but if you try to take them with you, I will put you into jail fora long, long time,” he growls into the receiver. 

In spite of his warning, at the end of the day, I want totake the children with me. 

“Maybe I can leave and get over the border before they can get us,” I tell my sister. 

“Are you kidding? The police would put out an APB, and you would be locked up. Do you think they will let you see your children while you are 
in federal prison? Don’t be stupid,” she tells me. I am considering being stupid, but realize that this could traumatize them further. 
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Crying, I leave. I have to think of a way to see them again. They are crying as well as I tell them “Goodbye”. Jimmy and I start the long drive back 
to Texas. I cry most of the way, and Jimmy comforts and prays for me. When I get back to Texas, I continue working hard as hard as I can on my heal- 
ing because my children need a mother who is healed and free of the cult. 


As Elsa, it took me years to remember the ‘bigger picture’ of what happened during that visit in San Diego: Illuminati leaders, including my mother 
and Brogan, were present. When Ana reiterated her refusal to renounce her desire to be free and her refusal to be reprogrammed, they began to torture her 
children in front of her. This was after weeks of hearing their screams over the phone, and seeing pictures of their torture in envelopes pushed under her front 
door and other evidence, such as pieces of bloodied clothing left in small boxes by the door. Ana had not let Elsa remember these or show them to the therapist 
out of fear that her children would be subjected to worse torture if she did. Unremembered by Elsa, the children had also visited Ana a few times in Texas to 
beg her to return to the cult, and shown her the marks of their torture. It was overwhelming. 

As Ana, I broke. I cannot describe the agony of watching my children tortured. As much as I did not want to, I gave in to stop their pain. I agreed to 
return to the cult. I agreed to be reprogrammed. I agree to fake-heal rather than really try to heal. I agreed to take whatever punishment they would mete 
out to me, if they would stop hurting Mary, Sandra and Ricky. I agreed that Elsa would not know what had really happened. When I agreed, they stopped the 
torture and let me hold my children. We ended this ‘meeting’ with a ritual involving all present to seal my agreement. 

I am then transported to our programming facility. I learn that “Jimmy” is no low-level survivor from a local group, but is actually an Illuminati 
agent, Sagit, skilled in enforcement, handling and bounty hunting. I resign myself to being programmed to be controlled by Sagit, and for my non-cult 
presenter, Elsa, to marry and trust “Jimmy”. It is just one more betrayal — so mundane yet so painful. Jonathan sneers as he sketches out for me how Elsa will 
live in the fantasy that Jimmy is the perfect loving, supportive spouse, one who does all the right things: he drives me to therapy, encouraging me to heal, yet 
he is also the person whose job is to punish and torture me if I take his “loving suggestions” to heal. Iam too emotionally exhausted and heartbroken to react 
to his gleeful contempt. 

What I am told next, however, completely floors me. I am told that to guarantee my adherence to the limits of my anti-healing programming in the 
future, they will remove Mary, Elsa’s oldest daughter whom she had adopted when the was two months old, from the family. Elsa and the rest of the family 
will then be reprogrammed to completely have no memory that she ever existed. Mary will thus become a ‘hidden child’ that we could be with only at cult 
events and activities, or in our presentations in other countries. 

“You bastards!” I spit atJonathan and the other leaders there. 

I look at my mother and Brogan. I cannot believe that they are colluding with this plan that would break my heart, as well as my children’s. My mother 
returns a cold look, “You were given many chances to come back. You made it evident that we need to take drastic measures.” 

Jonathan smiles. Could I hate this man more? 

“Since you did not want to return to the family, it is fitting that Mary will have no family,” he states. He proceeds to tell me that Mary will be 
reprogrammed to believe that she is a ward of the state who entered the foster care system at five years old because her mother was a drug-addicted prosti- 
tute who failed to care for her, and has lived with a series of abusive foster families since then. I turn my face away from them, sick at heart. 
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“Of course,” he explains, “For any sign of unrest in you, I will personally ensure that Mary experiences extra ‘loving care’ from her foster family.” 
I am not sure which is worse: the threat that my children will be tortured to death if I resist or rebel again, or the threat that they will be tortured for the long 
term. 

Brogan, my mother and my Illuminati twin begin the reprogramming work that weekend by giving Jonathan access to large portions of my 
system. Prior to this, he only had access to the areas directly relevant to our anti-healing project. Jonathan and Taurus work very intensely on me for the next 
five days to bring me back into line. 

The fear that my children would be tortured to death kept the amnesia between Ana and Elsa intact for another ten years. As Elsa, I believed that 
Thad left the cult, was not being accessed, and was progressing in my healing. I truly believed that Jimmy was my safety and accountability from access, and 
that he and I were staying free together. 

It was not until 2006, when my children were grown and had left home, that Ana shared with me the truth about my relationship with him and my 
ongoing cult activity. I was devastated when I learned the truth. My experience as Elsa shows clearly that even a survivor who is “healing”, who is actively 


the belief that remembering would endanger those they love most, suchas their children or spouse.  ==—— ttitisti—‘“—sSs—s— 
` Notably, having multiple presentations, each with their own set of loved ones, gave the Illuminati even more leverage to use love to control me. My 
other Illuminati presentations — Trixie (the UK), Trudi (Germany) and Jeanne (France) were assessed to see if they had been ‘infected’ by Elsa’s and Ana’s 
rebellion. Since they had shown no sign at all of deviation from their programming and any attempts to heal, they were well rewarded for their continued 
amnesia and loyalty, and allowed to continue their happy lives in their respective countries. Jonathan and the other programmers also called these parts out 
and showed them videos of what happened to Elsa (the torture of her children, the loss of her children, finances, marriage, etc.), warning them that the same 
would happen if they ever were disloyal. Ana was also warned that if she was ever disloyal again, then the same devastations would be inflicted on Trixie, 
Trudi and Jeanne. It took another decade as well for these other presentations to start to remember, communicate with other parts, and come onboard with 


attempts to heal. 
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Chapter 31: Stripped 


Just afew months later, Iam in San Diego as Elsa for a supervised visit with my children. As usual, Jimmy, my “safe accountability” is with me. 
As Elsa, I am unaware that each visit lasts longer than I think, and that each visit involves Illuminati activity. 

As Ana, Iam fully aware of this. But even as Ana, I am unprepared for the hell that the Illuminati have been planning to unleash on me this 
time. According to their point of view, Ana/Elsa has been very disobedient and disloyal (an understatement, to put it mildly). Besides my recent 
attempt to defect while inpatient in Texas, I had been remembering and telling my therapist secrets that they didn’t want revealed, such asthe name 
of the head trainer in San Diego that I worked under. Against orders, I had testified in defense of the nurse practitioner, Heather, who was being 
falsely accused of suggesting memories and unethical practice by the family of one of her clients with a history of ritual abuse. If all that was not 
enough, I had also given a four-hour tape-recorded testimony of how the cult in San Diego works, including where their leadership meets, how secu- 
rity is done, and the names of several leaders. The leadership are angry with me, to put it lightly, and they want revenge. 

My mother meets me at the foyer of the facility and instructs me to put on my dress uniform with all my medals and stripes. Somehow, I do 
not have a good feeling about this; I had not received any notice that there was to bea formal event tonight. I get into her car. She informs me curtly 
that my children and Chuck are driving separately and will meet us at the estate. My discomfort increases. 

The Illuminati members from San Diego are gathered on the grounds of the large private estate. Many high-ranking members are present, 
including the western regional council, and the U.S. national council which meets in Alexandria, Virginia. The national council chair calls me 
forward onto a stand. Before the gathered crowd, I am stripped of my rank. My medals and stripes are torn off of my uniform, then my uniform and 
underclothes are torn off, leaving me completely bare. The chair proclaims loudly, “You are nothing now. You are lower than a worm.” 

He pushes me off the stand, and I fall forward into the dirt, stunned. Jonathan puts his booted foot on my head, and says, “Eat mud, worm” as 
he grinds my face into the ground. 

Then the rapes begin. Over and over they violate me painfully with different objects. They bring in horses and dogs as well, since my defection 
shows Iam a “whore of the worst degree” who has “strange appetites”. The leadership take turns urinating and smearing feces on me, so that every- 
one could see what a “traitor smells like”. For the next four days, lam publicly tortured in many ways. My humiliation is the main event and members 
at all levels are invited to watch what happens to someone who tries to defect, and who tells secrets. I am a public example to all. 

I know they want me killed, and I cannot understand why I am allowed to live. Others present verbalize the same question: “Why isn’t she 
killed???” As Ana, I do not realize that there are others who have ordered that I am to be punished severely, yet allowed to live unmaimed; I am not 
high up enough in the Illuminati to know that the very top Illuminati leadership takes orders directly from the Order. My loyalty to Rome is still in- 
tact, creating amnesia to my life as a Jesuit, so I am not aware as Ana that Rome is protecting me from permanent injury and death. 
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Worse is yet to come. My children are brought out in front of the watching crowd and violently sexually abused. My ex-husband is punished, 
too, for not seeing what I truly was, for not turning me in sooner. He is tortured and humiliated, with sexually degrading acts, as heis asked, “Why 
did you let your dick lead you, and not your mind; why didn’t you see what she was?” and other, similar questions. 

I have been shown to be lower than dung publicly over and over, and my cries of pain at the torture of my children and ex-husband have shown 
to the Illuminati watching this the great emotional pain that awaits those who attempt to betray them. 

After five days of public abuse, they take me to my former home in San Diego. Here, my ex and I are forced to watch my children’s torture in 
front of me by leadership that I had formerly worked with, torture that shows how “the sins of the father fall on the children,” torture meant to 
destroy any remaining love within my children for me, the traitor. My children are told over and over again, “You are being hurt because your mother 
is atraitor whore.” This lasts for another three days. 

My heart is broken, over and over again, andI cannot stop what is going on. I feel hopeless and sink into despair. By the time my ‘visit’ is over, 
my ex, children and I are terrified, anguished, grieving and emotionally and spiritually exhausted. 

It is time to return to Texas. The Illuminati have finished having their torture fest with me and my family, and have taken their revenges both 
large and small. 

They call Elsa back out to the front. My car is loaded with small presents, supposedly purchased while shopping there. Jimmy, my new 
husband, gets into the car with me. He is the spouse who supposedly was “keeping me safe” by being my “accountability” while seeing my children. 
In actuality, he delivered me to local leadership, keeping a close watch on me the whole time during the drive there. 

I return to Texas in despair because I cannot bear to leave my children. However, I do tell my church how thankful I am that God protected me 
during the tripto see my children, and that nothing bad happened. I had asked them to pray for me during this trip. They were overjoyed to hear that 
these prayers were answered. I had no idea of what had actually happened. The amnesia and dissociative barriers were still intact, and the events of 
the weeks before have only served to strengthen them; the trauma of the past week is too overwhelming to touch. Deep inside, for a moment, Ana 
wishes that like Elsa, she too could forget what happened. 


As this chapter shows, when a member of organized, international cults tries to defect, or is disloyal and spills internal secrets to others, there can be 
terrible retribution. A large portion of this retribution will be public, because they want to quench rumors and prove that the threats they make about what 
will happen “if you tell” or “if you disobey” really are true. But usually, they will publicly, very painfully and very slowly kill someone who defects and tells 
high security information. The only reason to explain the fact that I lived is twofold: God did not want me to die yet; and the Jesuit Fathers wanted me back 
in Rome, and so they put pressure on the Illuminati leadership to make an unforgettable example of me to others, but not to maim or kill me or my children. 

I have not described in detail the ten days of non-stop abuse. It suffices to say that it was extreme and I was left wanting to die. Elsa mistakenly 
assumed the despair she felt driving out of San Diego was because she was leaving her children behind; she did not understand that it was due to the horren- 
dous amount of trauma that they had all endured. 
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Being stripped of all my ranks, however, did not mean that I no longer had to work hard for the Illuminati. After the torture, I was still expected 
back at various jobs in the facilities. The distinction was that now I had no status, no rank, no leadership position, no access to information except under 
supervision, and any credit for any work I did was automatically given to others. This was part of the ongoing humiliation that they wanted me to experi- 
ence, for in the Illuminati, status is everything and being stripped from leadership to slave levels is an unthinkable thought for most of its members. 
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Chapter 29: Leaving the Jesuits 


As, Luce, the Jesuit cult presenter, I was observing everything that Ana and Elsa were going through. I hated every moment of it. I hated how 
they were treating the children. I hated that how both the Illuminati and the Jesuits were enslaving all their members. Unbeknownst to the Order, 
the way we were being treated and forced to treat others, combined with the moments of hope from the answered prayers of Ana and other parts, 
was now making it impossible for me to not try to defect to the true God’s kingdom. I cannot live like this anymore. 

In my heart, I pray secretly to God. Memories of what happened when I was 14 keep coming unbidden. I think about the other fathers I love, 
and the children I love. I feel so trapped. Ido not havea plan; I cannot see a way to one. 

I miss my scheduled pick-up to switch out with Lizzie and return to Rome. I leave a message containing a weak excuse about needing to 
observe two infants in the local facility whose programmers were reporting difficulties in managing failure-to-thrive. 

I receive a reply to be ready to return in three days’ time. 

I go for a day’s hike, leaving all my communication devices at the house, and miss this pick-up too. 

When I get back to my house, Jimmy has made spaghetti for dinner. He turns away from the stove, switches into his Jesuit cult presenter, 
Joram, and hands me his cell phone. He tells me in Latin, “Tommie wants to talk to you.” 

Tommie is the Jesuit name of the person who has the cover identity or presentation of being my biological mother in the Illuminati. I sigh and 
take the phone. A call from Tommie is only marginally better than a call from Matteo or Mattie. 

“Come home to Rome,” Tommie tell me with no preamble. 

“No,” Ireply. Ido not explain. There is nothing more to say. I should be surprised that that “no” had flowed spontaneously out of my mouth to 
a father that I have vowed, over and over again, to obey since childhood. But I am not. I am just too weary of being a father deep inside to wonder at 
my heartfelt, unplanned “no”. I have felt this way ever since my coming-of-age at 13, and I have nothing left in me to keep pretending to be the per- 
fect Jesuit father. 

I want God. I want to follow Jesus. I want again that love that I had been coerced to deny when I was 14, that I had tasted again as Ana. 

“Come back, or die like a soldier of Rome, it’s your choice.” This is a deep, core command to obey or die, for my mother’s loyalty to Rome 
supersedes any love for me. Coming from Tommie, not only my real biological mother, but one of my primary programmers from infancy, it is an ex- 
tremely powerful command. 

The next day, I goto a drug store. I buy, then take, a lethal dose of antihistamines. From my years of medical training in the Order, I know that 
an overdose of this medication is irreversible -there is no known drug to reverse its deadly effect. I cannot go to Rome, for they will harm the people 
I love, and then hurt me and them in terrible ways. It is better that I die than return to more pain. Within 15 minutes of the overdose, I feel dizzy and 
then pass out. Someone calls an ambulance and I am taken to a large trauma center. 
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I am in the emergency room, fighting for my life. The antihistamines are causing my heart rate to jump above 200, and the room is fading in 
and out as I pass out, and regain consciousness over and over again. Anurse has pumped my stomach and given me charcoal, but the drugs are in my 
bloodstream. A doctor comes over, and says, “Ican give you some morphine, and you won't feel the seizures that happen before you die. I can give you 
enough for your death to be painless.” 

But suddenly, I want to live. I don’t want to die. “What is the half-life of the drug?” I ask. 

“Two hours,” he says. 

“Give me two hours to fight, please,” I say. 

“Okay,” he tells me. 

I keep fading in and out. I am switching through thousands of parts. My potassium goes to 2.0 due to the rapid heart rate, and a nurse gives me 
some IV potassium. Another nurse has brought a death kit in. 

“Isn't ita little early for that?” the first nurse asks. 

“She doesn’t have a chance, it’s just a matter of time,” says the second nurse. “I wish you hadn’t wasted the charcoal kit on her.” These nurses 
don’t realize that I can hear everything they are saying. 

Iam cold, very cold, the room feels dark. Iam dying, I can feel it, and suddenly, a prayer from the depths of my soul comes out; I pray with my 
mind since I am incapable of speech. “God, I am so sorry that I tried to kill myself,” I say, and mean it. “If you let me live, I will never try to kill myself 
again. Please, let me live.” I black out. 

Itis the next morning, and I open my eyes. Ican’t believe it, Iam still alive, and my heart is no longer racing like a racehorse inthe home stretch. 
I am tired, so tired, andI have anIV in my arm. I see a policeman at the foot of my bed. He sees me wake up, and informs me that I am ona 72-hour 
hold; that I will be kept inpatient here for three days at the county hospital because of my very serious attempt to die. He then asks, “Did your hus- 
band try to kill you?” 

Iask him why he is wondering this. “Well, he has a criminal record, and you sure fought hard to live. It looked like you really didn’t want to die. 
In fact, you are a miracle to still be alive.” 

I agree. I will keep my promise to God, and never try to suicide again, because I believe He is the one who kept me alive, and without brain 
damage. God, and the 2,000 parts that switched out, rotating every few seconds, in a desperate fight for life all night long allowed me to live and re- 
tain normal brain function. 


I am grateful that God spared my life that night. Somehow, in the midst of my despair and hopelessness, He infused me with enough hope to 
maintain that fight for my life that night. When I woke up the next day, my brain and mind surprisingly intact, as Luce, I rededicated my life to Him. I have 
no idea how I could possibly face what will be coming at me from the Order, but I ask Him to be with me in it. He wrapped His love around me that morning, 
and for the first time in over twenty years, I was truly comforted. 
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Chapter 30: Jesuit Punishment 


It is three weeks after my suicide attempt, and Iam in Rome as Luce. The fathers are very angry with me. My refusal to return and choose 
suicide instead has made it starkly clear to the Order that I no longer wanted to be a Jesuit father. In my weakened state after attempting suicide, 
however, Danny and Lizzie had visited and succeeded in persuading me to fly back to Rome with them. Returning to Rome was a horrible mistake on 
my part -the same mistake I had made when I was 14. 

The generals, councilors and senators have been discussing what to do with me. As I wait in a glassed-in terrace, my twin brother Danny 
appears. He has an espresso in each hand, and hands me one. His face looks serious, and he is not greeting me with his usual jokes. 

“Why?” he asks. “Why?” 

I know what heis asking. Why have I started believing again in the Christian God, in the Jesus that always lets people down? Why did I try to go rogue 
in Texas? Why can’t I be loyal, like a true soldier of Rome? 

“Because what we are doing is wrong. What we serve is wrong. Deep down, you have to know it. This is evil, what we do, and I can’t keep 
agreeing with it,” I reply. “Turn to Jesus, Danny,” I plead. 

He puts his hands up in a halt gesture. “Hey, don’t start preaching that stuff to me,” he says. “Save it for the council.” 

Iam called up before the council. They ask me to explain my actions. They want to know what has caused me to question the goodness of the 
Order, and to betray those I love most by refusing to return home. I give them the same answer that I gave my brother, and they are dissatisfied with 
it. 

“What we are doing is not wrong; it is to bringin a new order of peace to replace the chaos of this mortal life,” Mattheo tells me. 

“How can you question the goodness of all of us, who have loved you through the years?” asks Lizzie. 

“You are the one whois misguided, not us; you have allowed the propaganda about the traitor god to enter your soul,” says Mara, amember of 
the mage council. The others all nod or murmur their assent. 

“Yes, you are the one who is in error. How can you question the wisdom of thousands, over centuries, and believe you know better than the 
accumulated wisdom and knowledge of the generations and leaders who have come before you? What kind of misguided pride is this?” Vitali asks 
me. 

“You must be taught the error of your ways, and have this pride humbled,” Mattheo says, and the others all agree with one accord. 

The teaching of my errors and the humbling begins. First, I am tortured for several days with electric shocks, and all manner of sexual 
violence. The skin is peeled off of different parts of my body, then the raw wounds are rapidly healed with our medical technology, sothey can start 
peeling the same body parts again. All the while I am taunted: “Why doesn’t the Christian God answer your prayers? Why is He allowing this to 
happen?” 
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Jesus does come and comfort me afterwards when I am alone and I pray. But it is getting harder and harder to reach out to Him, as I not only 
endure torture, but those I love are tortured as well. 

Next, they place me in a room with no walls or windows, except a smooth steel door that lets people in and out using biometric security. Iam 
chained to the wall. The children who play the roles of Elsa’s children in America are being raped in front of me. They scream in English, “Mommy, 
help, help me!” 

Allthe while, the rapists sneer and say “Pray, ‘Christian’, for your children. Pray!” 

I pray, but the torment of my children continues for days. Iam forced to watch helplessly as these tortures are applied to their bodies: hot rods 
inserted into their private parts; electric shocks; fingers broken in wooden vises, and more. The whole time, the cruel words ring through the room, 
“Why isn’t your God answering your prayers? Pray harder, Christian. Maybe you don’t have enough faith,”. 

I am wondering why God doesn’t answer my prayers, for I am praying intensely. The seeds of doubt are being sown and taking hold. After 
four days, lam weeping, broken, and no longer praying. The torture of my American children and Jimmy, my husband, then stops. The fathers have 
achieved their goal of making me believe that God does not hear or answer my prayers. My children and I are released from the room. 

Iam in another room, chained. Conner, one of my dearest friends closer than a brother, and who has the role of Alan, my husband in Germany, 
is being tortured terribly in front of me. 

“He is paying for your sins,” says Mattheo, as he turns accusing eyes on me 

Worse follows. Once Conner is near death, I am put into a room, like the one my children 
and I were in before. Conner is strapped to my back. He is dying, and Mattheo tells me, “You must bear the weight of your sins, because you were 
faithless to Rome when you questioned us.” 

Conner slowly dies on top of me. I keep telling him I love him, and he tells me that he still loves me. Just before he dies, he accepts Jesus, but 
I will not remember this later. Instead, they will make me believe that he went to hell after his death; I will agree to believe this to keep them from 
killing another brother. For three days, I carry his dead body on my back. The room is warm, and his body bloats and rots. Iam told that Iam smelling 
the “stench” of my “treachery”. I start vomiting and become physically ill, and his body is taken off once I collapse during the third day. I am given 
nutrients, liquids and stimulants to revive me. 

Later the same day, I am taken into another room. In the middle of the room, nailed to a cross, is Conner’s bloated, dead body dressed 
grotesquely as Jesus. 

“See? There is no ‘resurrection’ after three days,” the programmers taunt me. I turn away and vomit, overcome with horror and anguish. I 
collapse from emotional and physical stress. 

Iam revived again, because they want to make an example of me for any other children or adults who might think of wanting to leave the 
Order. They have to show all members that the threats they make about what happens if youtry to disobey, or break programming, are not idle ones. 

I am ina room filled with crosses. Just as when I was 14, I am forced to recant my faith in Christus. Once again, I break, and recant my faith. I 
cannot stand seeing the torture of my loved ones, their cries of agony as they try to breathe while nailed to these crosses. 
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After I recant, they nail me toa cross for two days, and keep me conscious with drugs and IV medications. They tell me that Christus can never 
bear the weight of my sins because they are too great. Instead, I am told that I must do penance. I cry and wail in emotional and spiritual pain; my 
grief is unbearable. 

Satan paces back and forth below, saying “Didn’t I warn you this would happen to you if you were unfaithful to me? Did you forget what 
happened before when you betrayed me?” and similar accusations. 

The children and adults in the Order come to see me hanging there. I am an example of what they do not want to become. They hurl urine and 
feces and insults at me. Some come up and use a metal rod to rape me with, saying that because I was such a filthy traitor, I am too “dirty” to touch. 
They leave, and come back every three hours to repeat my degradation in numerous ways. 

Iam in Rome for a month. After completely recanting and breaking, I am re-instated. Unlike in the Illuminati where I am demoted and kept at 
alow status over the next two decades, my re-instatement in the Order is complete —I am restored to all my previous leadership positions, privileges 
and duties. Ostensibly, this isa demonstration of Satan’s “mercy” towards those who ‘repent’ and ‘return to him after straying’-I am welcomed back 
just as the prodigal son was welcomed back by the loving father after squandering his wealth and feeding the pigs. The truth is that Satan and the 
programmers believe that the additional guilt of having to be responsible again for coordinating the wicked activities of the Order, and of constantly 
being honored as a competent and loyal servant of Satan, would actually serve to shame, burden and chain me far more effectively than the subtle 
martyrdom of demotion would. 


While the Illuminati abuse was terrible, it was much less painful and spiritually devastating to me than the abuse by the Jesuit fathers. I had once 
again come to faith in Jesus and desired to break free of Satan’s control; the Jesuits sought to crush my faith. To this day, I still do not understand why Conner, 
a brother I loved deeply, was killed instead of me. This is one of the questions I will have to ask God one day, when I stand before Him, although I suspect that 
when I do, all questions will be answered just by experiencing His goodness and glory. In His presence, my “Why?” will become instead, “Why are you so mer- 
ciful to me, a sinner?” 

The impact of the month of horror in Rome was felt throughout my system, even by parts who were programmed to be amnesic to cult life in the Order. 
As Elsa inthe USA and Ana inthe Illuminati, I recall that at this time, I felt like some part of me had died, as if I would never, ever be the same again, though I 
did not know why. While indescribably horrible, that month and my point of breaking and recanting was only the beginning. The months of reprogramming 
that followed my recanting involved even worse, and unimaginable, levels of physical, emotional and spiritual abuse. Another decade would pass before my 
Illuminati and non-cult systems would learn that we were also members of the Jesuit Order. The terrible events involved in my recanting, reinstatement and 
reprogramming created oceans of pain, sorrow and regret so overwhelming that my systems believed that we could never survive remembering. 

I have struggled about sharing these events, in case it could cause some who are attempting to leave to reconsider, but I think it is important to 
acknowledge the costs that some organized occult societies try to inflict on any member who tries to leave. For many survivors, these are the terrible realities 
which they may have to overcome in order to choose freedom. It is so important that helpers and supporters understand the cost and magnitude of what 
survivors face when leaving their cults. Even in cults or government agencies that may not use the degree of violence that the Jesuits and Illuminati do, the 
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loss of relationship, identity, belonging and purpose involved in leaving the community that raised you can be overwhelming. In 2007, I did choose freedom 
again. Once more, it was extremely costly, and I will describe this journey in my next book which will be part three of my autobiography. 


Years later, when as Elsa, I struggled with horror, devastation, grief, despair and panic as the layers of parts that stood between the cult and non-cult 
systems stood aside, and I listened to these terrible, terrible memories. Along with Luce, I wept and struggled to believe that God cared at all for me, because 
He allowed me to experience these things. I screamed at Him, “Why didn’t you let me die?!? Are You so cruel that You let me live after going through this, 
and others better than me died or were hurt???? What kind of God are you?!?” These screams lasted weeks and I went through a real faith crisis. I felt as if my 
faith was dead, nailed to the cross I described above, which was the whole intent of the fathers when they put me through this scenario. I thought God had 
to be malicious, cruel, terrible or He would prevent human beings from being capable of things like this. I was nauseated by the platitudes Christians gave in 
response to my anguished cry of “Why????”- mouthing platitudes to me regarding free will. I wanted God to have made men without choice, if these things 
are what they choose. I thought I knew better than God regarding how the universe should be. I told Him that He was messed up to have created a world where 
people did these things. I could not reconcile a ‘good God’ with how a good God could allow men to be created and to fall, and to control other men to the de- 
gree that they do these terrible things.. 

It took years to process the feelings, and always, I did not get an explanation of why from Him. God did not hate me or turn away despite my rage at 
Him, but instead, gently comforted me, stood beside me and listened as I told Him how I felt about it all. His love was there, and I hated Him for loving me. 
I feared His love would cause me to choose Him once again. Then, the Order would start all these awful, terrible, unbearable events all over again. They had 
told me that He and my faith in Him was the cause of the pain, and that they would have to ‘do it all over again’ if I ever trusted Him again. I believed them. 

But over time, I saw that this, too was a programming script of the cruelest kind. They wanted me to blame God for what Satan caused. Of course, 
the question, “Well, why did He create Satan then????” came. I am not a theologian. I am merely a survivor. I have no profound, scholarly answer for such 
questions. I only have the knowledge felt deep within during this struggle that without choice, there is no love; the ability to choose even this depth of evil 
is the price of the ability to love. He wants us to know His love and not to be automatons. And somehow, in the midst of unthinkable evil and pain, He is 
present, holding out His wounded hands, His body that experienced everything that I did during this time, and more. He did not abandon me in the midst of 
my pain. Instead, He took everything I experienced, all the sin, the terror, the horror, the betrayal, the wounding, the rejection onto Himself and understood 
what I had gone through. He was not at all asking me to come to Him with my pain and trauma without deeply understanding what this type of pain and 
trauma feel like within Himself. He was present with me in these events, in a way that I cannot understand, any more than I can understand the “Why?” of 
it all. What I do know is that God deeply loves each person He has created. My experiences are not “proof” that He doesn’t care, but rather, that regardless of 
what we go through, He does care, cares enough that He chose to go through it with us at the cross, to provide healing. 
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Chapter 32: Rewarded and Controlled 


Three more years pass. As Elsa/Ana, I have been writing an online blog exposing the Illuminati, in part because I am angry about the things 
that happened to me and to my children during my humiliation (Ana), and the loss of custody (Ana/Elsa). I continue working on healing from ritual 
abuse and cult programming, believing as Elsa that I was no longer active in the Illuminati. I have no idea that my hard work on healing is limited 
by the programming I was given by Jonathan and the others to try but never really heal. I attend church, read the Bible, and pray constantly for 
my children’s safety and their reunification with me. I do not remember that I still frequently see them at cult events, or in my identities in other 
countries. I re-open the custody case for my children witha paralegal. Finally, I am allowed to have first, supervised visitation in Texas, and then un- 
supervised visitation. 

My two children fly out from San Diego to see me in Texas for ten days. 


The visit is coming towards an end. It is three days before my children are supposed to return to California. Iam talking to my daughter in the 
front yard, and I am crying. “I don’t want you kids to have to go back there,” I tell her. 

“Why?” my daughter asks me. 

“Because bad things happen there,” I reply. 

My daughter starts shaking and shaking, as if she is having a seizure. “My protectors don’t want me to go back either!” she screams. “Anabel is 
terrified of going back. She will get hurt there!” 

“Who is Anabel?” Iask my daughter. 

“One of my inside people,” my daughter tells me. The rest of the day, she has numerous flashbacks, and tells me, “I don’t want to go back to 
California. Help me.” 

My son, who is four years younger than his sister, asks what is going on. “I’m remembering what happened in California,” she tells him. 

My son also has flashbacks of being raped and hurt with a cattle prod, and tells me about them. 

I call my ex in California. “I can’t let the children go back, no matter what you do to me,” I tell him. 

“Tm flying out, right away,” he says. “I will come and get them.” 

The next afternoon, my ex arrives. “I’m taking the children back with me. You will goto jailif you don’t let them go with me.” I am crying. 

My daughter comes into the room. “Don’t make me go back, Daddy,” she sobs. 

The next day is Sunday. Because my ex is very religious, he goes to church with me. After the service, when the others are gone, I ask him, 
“Please don’t let the children go back to what’s happening there. I don’t want them to get hurt.” 

“Well, I don’t remember anything like that,” he tells me. “Wouldn't I know if something was going on?” 

“We're in church. Why don’t you pray, and ask God if what I’ve been telling you is true?” I respond. 
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“Okay.” he says. He kneels on the carpet between the pews, and says, “If this is true, God, and not some kind of insane delusion, show me. 
Because I don’t believe it’s true.” 

Suddenly, he starts shaking and his face turns white. “Oh, my God!” he screams. “Oh, God, it’s true!” He looks at me and asks, “What do I do? 
What do I do?” 

I quickly teach him a simple grounding technique, and help him to calm down. 

The next day, my ex comes to my house. He has seen a notary, and shows me two sheets of paper that he has signed and notarized, giving me 
full custody of my children. He tells me, “I am going back to California, then will be moving here to Texas. I need to get out, too.” 

My children now come to live with me fulltime. I am overjoyed and share about this miracle with many in my church and online. I reduce my 
online writing to sporadically answering survivor and therapists’ questions so that I can focus on caring for my children. 


The “miracle” I, Elsa, have celebrated with others at church -getting custody of my two children - was actually a setup. At that point, because I was 
amnesic to my current activity in the Illuminati and had very limited communication between parts in my system, I had no idea that the Illuminati had 
granted me custody in order to strengthen their control over me. It all looked so authentic — my children’s tears and fears of returning to San Diego, my ex- 
husband’s prayer and sudden revelation. It was easy to believe because I wanted so much for my children to be safe with me. It was also easy to believe 
because my children and ex were not actually consciously lying or pretending — their front, non-cult parts had been programmed to start remembering the 
cult and to believe they were remembering spontaneously — just as I had been programmed to do so several years prior (see Chapter 23). 

There were several pieces to my children being returned to me. One was reward by the Illuminati. Elsa had, for the most part, been compliant with her 
programming to only ‘heal’ within designated parameters, never remembering or disclosing her current cult activities. Maintaining programming entails 
rewarding desired behaviors; only punishing forbidden behaviors produces weaker programming. Based on basic behavioral theories, the programmers knew 
that it was important to reward Elsa for three years of good behavior. Hence, they gave her back her children after programming her to believe that it was an 
answered prayer from God. Or at least, they returned two of the three children. The non-cult presenters’ amnesia to Elsa’s adopted daughter, Mary, was kept 
intact as a reminder of the consequences of disloyalty. 

The other piece was control. For Ana, who was completely aware that her children being allowed to live with her when she was in the USA was an 
Illuminati decision, it served to remind her that she was under their control. They could give and take away all the things that were most important to her. 
For Elsa, mentioned earlier, she had been compliant ‘for the most part’. Where she had continued to be non-compliant was in her writings as svali where she/ 
Ana were sporadically releasing unauthorized information. It was the job of her two children, now that they were with her, to remind her of the consequences 
of such actions or other acts of disloyalty. In fact, Elsa rarely wrote as svali after Chuck gave her custody of Sandra and Sammy. Hertwo children, along with 
Jimmy or Sagit, were there to monitor and control her, and she to monitor them, as is typical between the members of any Illuminati family. 

The third piece, for the Jesuits, was convenience. Sandra and Sammy were Jesuit children, our next generation of infiltrating the Illuminati. Sandra 
was 14, and so had come of age and had been given her adult name, Father Mark. She was already avery skilled programmer and agent. Luce and Mark being 
together meant that they could easily discuss observations of the Illuminati, debrief on the progress and impact of the infiltration, make calls to Rome and 
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so on when at home and in their own car. Both their house, car, home computers, etc., was bugged by the Illuminati, but the Order’s technology was used to 
override the Illuminati surveillance in order to communicate securely with other Jesuits locally and internationally. 

In fact, memories of the wider context, asI continued to work on communication between my non-cult presenter systems, my Illuminati systems, and 
my Jesuit systems, suggest that ultimately, it had been the Jesuits who were behind my children being returned to me. Jonathan and several of the Illuminati 
leaders, out of spite and vengeance, would not have changed the custody arrangements. At most, Elsa would have been given a supervised two-week vacation 
with them once a year to reward any programming compliance. A number of Illuminati members had never stopped agitating for my death, especially as 
I continued writing as svali. The Order did not favor this idea because it could negatively impact our multigenerational infiltration efforts. Therefore, our 
higher-ranking infiltrators in the Illuminati ‘decided’ instead that the children would be returned to both reward and control Elsa/Ana, much to the annoy- 
ance of Jonathan and the others who resented me in the Illuminati. 
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Chapter 33: Life Continues 


Iam now 43 years old. In America as Elsa, lam working three jobs out of necessity. Jimmy, my second husband, is unable or unwilling to work. 
I am working 40 hours a week as a manager for an Internet company. I teach English as a Second Language (ESL) classes two evenings a week, and I 
have started a business, writing content for websites and ghostwriting medical articles. The latter is becoming successful and I am starting to build 
my savings again. 

My daughter Sandra, after her initial joy at coming to live with me, has become sullen and withdrawn. She is angry all the time, refuses to 
participate in school activities, and tells me that she misses her friends in San Diego. My son Sammy is glad to be with me, but is showing severe 
posttraumatic stress from years of abuse. He struggles with bedwetting at the age of 12, compulsive overeating, and chronic nightmares. Both chil- 
dren experience flashbacks that wake everyone in the house up several times a month, while Iam working an exhausting schedule to pay the bills. 

Both of my children see a therapist who specializes in severe trauma and DID. I drive them weekly to their appointments, which my ex- 
husband pays for. He has moved to Texas from California, and is remembering that he was active in a cult in San Diego, and is trying to heal from his 
own PTSD. 


It is 3 am six months later. My 15-year old daughter is awake, screaming. I go into her bedroom, and find her flailing her arms and legs, 
screaming “Get him off of me! Get him off!” I sit next to her on her bed, and she puts her head on my chest, crying, in wailing sobs. 

“Tt was just a nightmare,” I tell her, as she cries and cries. 

“Tt was...horrible!” she wails. “I wasn’t asleep; it was like I was day dreaming. I was in a room with all these people, and they were chanting to 
Satan. Then, this large man got on top of me.” She shudders as she recalls the memory. “He raped me! He raped me!” she screams. “I couldn't breathe! 
I felt like I was suffocating, he was so big and I was so little!” 

Ihold her close as she shakes, telling her, “It’s not happening now. It’s in the past. I'm here with you. You’re safe now. He isn’t here.” 

I encourage her to look around the room and see that she is safe. I place her hand on the sateen cover of her bed, and have her feel the cloth. She 
calms a bit, then wails, “I feel dirty, I want to clean it all off.” I talk with her awhile longer, then go and run her a warm bath. After she bathes, I wait, 
and after her bath, we talk for two hours, until she can finally fall back to sleep. 

Two hours later, my alarm rings. I have to go into work at 9 am, and I get dressed quickly. My daughter is sound asleep, and I decide to let her 
sleep in this day. I wake her briefly to let her know that she can reach me at work, since my husband will be home all day, and she won't be alone. At 
noon, I call to check on her, and she tells me she is okay. 


Itis 1 am, three days after the New Year, a year later. My son wakes up screaming. I sit with him for two hours as he abreacts memories of being 
raped and tortured. My husband is angry with my son, telling me I should tell him to go to bed, and this infuriates me. I hold Sammy, while he sobs 
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and asks me, “What kind of people send a kid to Russia, the UK, France and Germany, all in the space of a week? Why did they make me stay in a dark 
dungeon in Russia? Why?” 

I don’t have an answer; all I can do is to tell him is that I love him, and that he is safe now. Finally, exhausted, he falls asleep. Afterwards, Iam 
able to sleep for three hours before I go in to work. Since it is still Christmas break, my son goes in to work with me. Jimmy, my husband, stays home 
to do what he does a large part of the time: play online fantasy role playing video games. 

This is my life for the next four years, as my children struggle through high school and I take them to weekly therapy. I assume that they are 
working hard on the issues that are causing the frequent abreactions and nightmares. 


It is three years later. My daughter is 18 and is getting ready to go to college. Her therapist, who specializes in DID, the same one my son is 
seeing, has called a family conference. When I go in, to my amazement, the therapist tells me that she believes it would be better for my son to live 
with my ex, who is requesting custody. 

I stare at her, incredulous. “But my ex is the one who let them be abused all those years in San Diego,” I tell her. 

“That’s not what your children and ex are telling me,” she replies. “They say that there was no abuse, that it was your putting ideas in their 
heads,” I hear from her. 

“But what about the nightmares, the abreactions, the suicidality?” I ask, still incredulous. 

“They tell me they are fine, that you are making all of this up,” she answers. I hear in her censorious, accusatory tone the unspoken words, “You 
crazy woman — those poor kids of yours.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me this years ago?” I ask, angry. “I have been driving them here for four years, and only now I hear this?” 

“Because you weren't the one paying the bill. Your ex-husband was. I did parental conferences with him, not you.” 

“Well, he wasn’t the one holding them when they cried and screamed and abreacted,” I retort, hurt and confused. 

“He and your children tell me you are making all of this up.” 

“You're telling me you think I’m a liar, or delusional,” I say, stunned and angry. 

“T'm telling you what your children have been telling me in therapy for the past four years,” she responds. 

My ex gets custody of my son the next day. He is 17, a senior in high school. 


Later, I ask my son why he lied to his therapist. “Because Dad lets me doa lot of things that you won't,” he tells me. “He lets me stay out late and 
drink beer with my friends, and doesn’t ask me who I’m going out with, unlike you.” 

My son is a minor, and Iam not happy to hear about what his father allows. 

I ask my daughter why she lied about me to her therapist. “Because I hate you, bitch,” she answers. “You left me alone with that asshole- my 
father- and he raped me. I will never forgive you for that.” 

Iam left speechless. I realize that there is nothing I can do. I pray for them, since there is nothing else I can do. 
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Two months later, my daughter comes home for a weekend from college. “My roommate is in the cult,” she tells me. 

“Maybe you should tell your therapist about this,” I suggest. “This could be really bad, you know.” 

She laughs at me. “No, because I went back years ago, Mom. I just hid the fact that I did from you. You are pretty clueless at times, you know.” 
I know. I don’t reply to Sandra’s statement. What is there to say? I try to process this new information, and feel very sad and weary at all the lies. 


Six months later, my daughter is highly suicidal, and can barely function. She goes inpatient into a unit for dissociative disorders for a week. I 
decide to continue loving and supporting her, regardless of what she has said about me to others. 

When she gets out, she tells me that she had secretly been calling her friends in San Diego for years, and meeting with cult people. She then 
tells me pointblank, “I never got out, and never wanted to. That was all an act.” She smiles at me, “I am back withthe cult fulltime now, at college, and 
am glad I am. I never wanted to leave.” 


These memories are extremely difficult to share. Even now, more than twenty years later, as Elsa, I can feel the sting of the overwhelming hurt, 
humiliation, betrayal and bewilderment I felt when I learned that my precious children had been lying to me, slandering me to the therapist and relatives, 
and that they did not actually want to be with me. I realized for the first time that year, as Elsa, that their abreactions, nightmares, tears and other symp- 
toms had been a carefully planned and programmed script to make me believe that we were healing together and that all was well. The words ‘devastated’, 
‘heartbroken’, and ‘crushed’ are inadequate to describe the impact of this realization that my children had not been safe with me at all. 

I had no idea that other parts in me - Ana and Luce - had always known this fact about my children; my programmed belief that Elsa remembering 
would mean the cult will kill my children had kept my amnesia completely intact. In fact, my account in this chapter shows that at that point as Elsa, I still 
not did actually have any memory of my children’s current Illuminati or Jesuit lives; my pain was a response to Sammy and Sandra themselves telling me 
to my face about their lies and slander, their desire to be away from me, and to remain in the cult. Why they stopped the pretense the year Sandra went to 
college is still a mystery to me. Possibly, it was simply to hurt Elsa, as a continued consequence of having betrayed the Illuminati several years ago. That is, 
Elsa, unlike my other presentations who had stayed loyal (Trixie, Trudi and Jeanne), was not allowed to be happy. Even prior to my children’s hurtful dis- 
closures, as Elsa, I was constantly exhausted, overworked and subject to financial abuse by my husband Jimmy. 

As Elsa, I would remain amnesic to my own and my children’s cult lives for over another ten years. When different parts started to communicate 
on these issues again after I left the Jesuit Order in 2007, the rest of the picture that came out was even more devastating. Not only were my children 
still completely cult active when they lived with me in their teen years, but they had been sent back to me to control and handle me. Just as Ias Ana had 
monitored and reported on their presentation programming when they were children and conducted regular reinforcements on them at home using mobile 
programming tools (see Chapter 19), they were monitoring me, reporting on and reinforcing my programming at home. The first time I recalled my teenage 
daughter placing a programming helmet on me at our home in Texas, I was in shock for days. It was just as stunning and painful for me to learn thatJimmy 
was actually a member of the Illuminati too, and that he had also been handling and controlling me. As Elsa, I had truly loved and trusted him, despite his 
financial irresponsibility. 
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I knew, as these memories came back, that their behavior was ‘normal’ and ‘typical’ for an Illuminati family. Had any of the three of them shown 
deviation from their programming in front of me during that period, I would have had to switch into Ana, and done the same to them. All families in 
international and larger national groups are programmed to report on one another, to report any signs of discontent or programming breakdown to lead- 
ership, and to draw one another back into the circle of the group. An individual’s handlers are often members of their family, whether spouse or children. 
Nonetheless, it was an extremely painful thing to learn, and I cried for months. The pain is often what makes accessing and clarifying memories so difficult: 
as human beings, it can be easier to deny that the people we love most may be hurting us, or not wanting the best for us. This, along with the rejection, be- 
trayal and sense of being used that being coerced or “handled” causes, usually strengthens amnesia for many survivors. 
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Chapter 34: Light of the World 


It is the year 2000, I am nearly 44 years old. As Luce, I have continued to work hard for the Order. I have retired from my position as the 
fourth general due to age, and now serve as a senator. Just as Mattie and Mattheo did for younger members of the Order, besides my own missions 
and projects, I spend much time guiding and mentoring up-and-coming leaders from various units in according to my specific areas of expertise in 
science, programming, and politics. After a few years of captaining the 33, I was now also officially retired from the 33, but was often called on to 
assist in analyzing intelligence from the ground, and to provide my thoughts on which of the younger children might be future candidates for the 33. 

It is the Christmas season, so the facility is beautifully decorated. But I have no joy in it. One of my genetic daughters, Felix, the best and 
brightest of her generation, is pregnant with Satan's child. Due to improved genetics, and spiritual support froma team to help her carry the spiritual 
oppression from the hybrid fetus, Felix has survived the pregnancy, reaching the ninth month. She is the first person to have made it this far in 
carrying ason of Satan, and the fathers treat her with worshipful care, respect and tenderness. Her eyes, though, reflect the weariness and despair 
from the darkness and oppression she is carrying in her womb. No 16-year-old should ever have a look like that in her eyes. 

Very early on December 21‘, as soon as midnight passes, Felix goes into labor. Her closest peers and mentors are in attendance. As I hear her 
screams, I hold her hand and try to send her my love with everything in me. Her twin sister wraps an arm around her shoulders, whispering words 
of love and encouragement. We fear that delivering the child will kill her from the physical, emotional and spiritual anguish. 

Theo, or Satan in his beautiful form, is also there. He looks down at her on the birthing bed. He smiles. He tells us that since Felix is bearing the 
‘savior of the world’, the ‘light of the world’, it would be fitting that she be crucified during the labor. I almost pass out. For amoment, I hope against 
hope that he is only making a rhetorical statement. He waves a hand in a do it now! gesture. Vitali murmurs an order to one of the other fathers in the 
room who leaves to obtain the equipment needed for this cruel, cruel act. 

I watch numbly as her twins and Vitali, whoI know love my daughter like their own lives, place her on a cross and nail her hands and feet 
to it. She screams, and arches her back against the cruel wooden cross with hands and feet nailed to it, as the labor goes on and on. We are all relieved 
when after twenty-four hours, Satan allows us to remove her from the cross. As we attend to her wounds, I tell her, “Stay; we love you, don’t give up. 
You can do this, you're not alone.” 

She is in labor for three days. Lucient, her son, is born late on December 23". The child is physically beautiful. As the mother of his mother, I 
had been given the honor of being the one to catch him when he was born, then place him in his father’s arms. Others are gathered around atan as 
he holds his newborn son. They have looks of awe and adoration, mixed with a slight unease. I see the satisfied, smug smile on Satan's face, and hide 
a shudder. 

My daughter is near death. I and others, including her twin sister and brother, are trying to keep her alive emotionally and physically in the 
aftermath of this terrible birth. She is nearly comatose, but I give her sips of broth and tell her how much I love her. Her sister does the same, looking 
into her eyes and saying “I love you. Don’t die and leave me.” 
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As the hours pass, my daughter slowly revives then nurses her tiny son. To do so, she takes a golden knife, and cuts her breast enough to allow 
some blood to flow along with the milk, since Nephilim infants need blood as well as milk for nourishment. I grimace a bit at the thought of the pain 
this causes her, but the infant nurses greedily on this mixture of food and personal sacrifice. The birth had long, torturous, and nearly cost her life. 
Feeding him would cost her both blood and milk. I wonder what else he will cost her as he grows up. 

By the next morning, Felix is nearly recovered. She is dressed like royalty in a deep, rich blue velvety robe trimmed with gold, and with golden 
slippers and a gold hairnet over her thick, dark hair. She still looks pale and shaky, but has received numerous injections of nutrients and fluids to 
support her recovery. Her infant son rests in her arms, then yawns and opens his blue, blue eyes and stares around the room. The hairs on the back 
of my neck go up, for this baby is looking at each of us, even this young, as if measuring us. A small halo of light surrounds his body, faint in the day- 
light, and I wonder what kind of being this is. 

Theo is looking proud. “We will let the world see him in three more days,” he announces, “at a special banquet to celebrate his birth.” It is 
understood that this banquet will be attended by the heads of international occultic societies and carefully selected world leaders who have traded 
their souls and their countries to Satan in return for power. They will be shown this very special infant, and their allegiance to him will be required. 

I leave Felix to help with the planning and preparations for the banquet. This is expected, and I dare not disobey my orders. 


It is late the next day, and I come into my daughter’s chambers. Theo has left for a moment, carrying his young son into a room where the 
Vatican council meets. 

“How are you?” I ask her, knowing that this is a stupid question. How can she be okay after...this? 

“I'm okay, a little tired,” she answers. I look into her eyes and see the despair and trauma that this event has left on her soul. I hold her hand. “I 
love you,” I tell her. 

“I know,” she answers. “That’s why I'm still alive, because you and my twins and the others love me. Otherwise, I would just have let go and 
not come back...” 

I note that she does not mention her new son in this list of reasons she has survivedthis recent trauma to her heart, body, soul and spirit; there 
is no joy in the birth of a Nephilim child. I hold her quietly for a while, and then leave. 

As I go, I see my daughter’s twins enter the room, and smile sadly at them. They return the sad smile, for they also understand that Lucient’s 
birth has changed the world — or so the Order believes. I wonder if they also wonder just what we have actually accomplished, in spite of all of the 
prophecies and eager awaiting that has occurred over the past few centuries. For this tiny infant does not seem like a “light” to me at all, but like 
something much darker. I leave the room, and go back to my duties, still bothered deep within. But I can tell no one of these secret doubts, for all must 
be joy and delight when discussing this being, and I join in as expected. 


It is a few days later. A huge banquet hall has been set up with the finest place settings: gold and crystal, the most exquisite china, silk and 
linen. On a raised dais are my daughter, Lucient, Theo, and the current black pope, Vitali. Several people close to my daughter are also honored ata 
side table on this dais. There is laughter, joy and expressions of delight by the people honored to be invited here: the heads of the international oc- 
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cultic societies from around the world, and the carefully selected world leaders who have also given themselves to serve Satan. They believe Satan's 
newborn son is the “light of the world” whose arrival has been prophesied for generations, the “anointed one” who will lead the world into a new era. 
Knowing how painful and traumatic this “light’s” entry was into the world, how it almost cost the life of my daughter, and the uneasy feelings I have 
each time I look into the infant’s eyes, I struggle to maintain a demeanor of celebration to match those around me. 

The infant will have mentors and tutors, and I am to be one of them. I dread this, because I know how difficult it is to work with Nephilim 
children. All who will work withthis child must overcome a deep sense of instinctive dislike and unease. We will also have to protect ourselves from 
the terrible things he, like other Nephilim, can do, such as send tremendous horror or terror like a black cloud at those who hold them. We willalso 
have to cope withthe emotional impact of working with a creature that does not have to be trained to overcome reluctance at killing a human being, 
but enjoys inflicting pain, horror and death. The critical part of this infant’s socialization will be to teach him not to give in to his lusts, but to wait for 
these “rewards” at the appropriate time. In other words, this infant will require special tutoring in order to prevent unnecessary deaths. The other 
trainers and I have learned this much over the years, working with the Nephilim infants that did survive in our ongoing project conducted in vari- 
ous facilities around the world (see Chapter 16). 

Deep inside my spirit, beneath layers of trauma and programming, I know that this infant will bring chaos and destruction to mankind, if the 
occult prophecies are true that he is the “light” so long awaited. I desperately want to get away from him, and everything he represents. Deep inside, 
I plan to try to escape once again, in spite of the huge amount of pain and trauma that previous attempts have brought. I cannot be part of introduc- 
ing this being to the world at large, and do not want to be his grandmother. I will do whatever it takes to break free. 


I do know that what I have written here will be hard for many to believe. I do believe my memories, though, and how I wish that this was not true, and 
that I was not part of helping to bring this great evil into the world. I have asked God’s forgiveness many times for my involvement in bringing the Nephilim 
back to earth; it has been a struggle many times to forgive myself because of the evil that such beings seek to inflict on mankind. 

While I do believe my memories of Lucient being born, I want to make it clear that I do not claim that he is indeed the personage who is the ‘antichrist’ 
described in the book of Revelation. Satan claims that he is, and the Jesuit Order claims that he is; Satan may be lying, and the Order may be mistaken. What 
I can say without hesitation is that this product of man and fallen angel is evil indeed, and cannot possibly bring anything good into the world. The entire 
hybrid project was a sin against the God of the Bible, the sin that mankind before the flood in Genesis was committing. The flood described in Genesis shows 
God’s judgment regarding this terrible sin, which the Jesuit Order was dedicated to replicating, with what I believe could be fearful consequences indeed. It is 
really a very bad idea to disregard God’s commands and to listen to Satan’s very bad ideas instead. 


1 min left in chapter 98% 


NEVER GIVE UP PART 2: THE STRUGGLE 


Epilogue 


This book covers the years from age 14, when I first ran away and tried to escape, through age 43. During those years, I show the effect on me 
first as a young teen, and later as an adult, of the programming I endured since I wasin the womb on my beliefs, behaviors, and spirituality. But I also 
show here my deep desire to be free of the cult, even as a highly programmed adult in the group. They could program me, but not completely take 
away my deep, innate desire to be free of the abuse and terror that serving Satan creates in the members of the Jesuit Order - and many other groups 
that serve this creature, as well. While I struggled to break away, and was reaccessed and reprogrammed, I could not agree with what the Order was 
doing, as I share in this book. It would be seven years after this book ends that I would find real, lasting physical safety for the first time in my life, 
and begin really healing andremembering not only what my front presentations knew, but my real life growing up in a Jesuit cult facility. I will cover 
these years in the third book, Getting Free. 


I don’t want to leave people feeling that itis “too hard to get free” or discouraged. I debated whether or not to share on these pages what it was 
really like to try and get away, and the awful things that the Jesuits did to punish me as a result. But how can we help survivors, if we don’t under- 
stand what they are up against, when they show up in a counseling center, or a church office, courageously asking for help? Uninformed help can be 
as bad as no help at all, anda simple pat on the head and quick Bible verse will not meet the needs of an individual who may be literally fighting for 
their life, and struggling against the forces of hell itself. I chose to share the full, real story here, because we need to know how these groups operate 
(realizing that all groups do not act as the Jesuits do, many groups do things very differently, but retaliation in some form against disloyalty is almost 
universal among organized occultic groups). My hope is that this autobiography will help inform therapists and ministers of what survivors face, 
and help them think about what might be helpful to them as a result. 


I feel that I would be remiss if I did not share the real source of strength and courage in my life over the years, a source that never failed me 
throughout my journey, and how to know Him yourself: Jesus, the true Son of God, and the One who will reign for all of eternity when the occultic 
“Light of the World” is not even a faint memory one day. 


This was the prayer I prayed at age 14: “Dear Jesus, I acknowledge to You that I am a sinner -that I have done things in my life that were wrong. 
Iagree with the verse in Romans: “all men have sinned and fall short of the glory of God.” I sinned against You and God in the things that I have done 
or thought, or failed to doin my own life, and I ask for your forgiveness, because you went to the cross, died for my sins, and took my sin and the sins 
of the whole world on yourself. You were the blameless sacrifice for my sins, and because of your death on the cross, You purchased my complete 
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forgiveness and redemption. Thank You for dying for my sins, and I receive what You did for me, the forgiveness of sins. By doing so, I am a child of 
God, a new creation in Christ.” 


My greatest hope is that if you do not know Jesus personally as your savior, that you will pray this prayer and receive the gift of what He has 
done for you. As you can see from my story, He can forgive ANYTHING - and I mean ANYTHING, as will be shown even further in the final volume 
of this series. 
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You can learn more about svali and read other articles she has written on her personal blog: .svali speaks again.wordpress.com. 


LL Never Give Up provides information on how the Order programs their children to have numerous parts who live different ‘cult’ and ‘non-cult’ lives, and how they manage the 
logistics of maintaining cover stories in the various countries for the Illuminati and ‘ordinary, non-cult’ presenters. 
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